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Geronimo Stilton 
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My name is Stilton, ^erontymo 
I am the editor and publisher 
of The Rodent*s CazettCy the most 
famouse newspaper on Mouse Island. 
I*m about to tell you the story of one 
of my fabumouse adventures! But 
first, let me introduce the other mice 
in this story ... 


Tfie* Stjitori 

My sister, Thea, is athletic and brave! 
She*s also a special correspondent 
for The RodenVs Gazette. 


Trap 

My cousin Trap is a terrible 
prankster sometimes! His favorite 
hobby is playing jokes on me ... but 
he*s family, and I love him! 


VOYAGERS ON THE SIXTH 
















Bug^y Vugsy 

Bugsy is Benjamin’s best friend. 
She’s a cheerful and lively 
rodent — sometimes too lively! 
But she’s like family to us! 


Professor Paws von Volt 
Professor von Volt is a genius inventor 
who has dedicated his life to making 
amazing new discoveries. His latest 
invention is the Cheese-O-Sphere, 
a new kind of time machine that’s 
causing all sorts of trouble! 


Benjamin 

Benjamin is my favorite little 
nephew. He’s a sweet and caring 
ratlety and he makes me so proud! 
















My A.A.A.A. 


My stoi7 starts on a Saturday aftcmoon in 
autumn. Holey cheese, it was one of those 
afternoons that make you want to Wp 

with a good book! 

The wind was roaring outside, and freezing rain 
was tapping on the windows. 

PIInK/ PilNK/ PilwK/ PIIWK/ 
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But me? I was fabumousely happy. This was 
the ideal afternoon to enaet my A. A. A .A.: my 
bazing Agenda for an jlWtSOMt AfTtl^ilOON! 

Are you wondeiing what that is? 
ril explain, hut first, let me introduee myself. My 
name is Stilton, (3it/lon. 1 run The 

Rodent’s Gazettey the most famouse newspaper 
on Mouse Island! 


Now that you know who I am, may he you’ve 
already guessed what my A.A.A.A. is? It has 
four steps: 
























A.A.A.A. 


1 Laaaazc aaaai ound until laaaatc! 

2. Have an aaaaftemoon snaaaack of aaaaged 

my paaaawchair (in front of my 
faaaavonte TV show)! 

/**\/\ 4. Get some aaaair in the paaaark! 

/’ » ..► 1 i 1 1 

Now I was on step three oi my A.A.A.A. I had 
just settled into my favorite pawehair with my 
slippers, and 1 was about to wateh my favorite 


Aaaasiago! 
3. Relaaaax in 










A.A.A.A. 


show (Mice Throughout flijtorfj) when 
the doorbell rang. 

It was my eousin Trap. He ran through my door 
like a tornado, yelling, “Mdite V^ddddy!” 
Cheese and eraekers, what a raeket! 

Then he grabbed the remote eontrol and plopped 
down in my ehair. But first, he stuek a DVD in the 
player, yelling, a load Of this, COUSiDf 

Quit watehing those boring shows of yours!” 













I tried to “B-but I a-actually 

really wanted to see Mice Throughout History. In 
this episode, they’re squeaking about the Trojan 
War and —” 

Trap racked my ear. "See? 1 told you! 
You’re older than a dinosaur, dustier than a 
mummy, and more boring than a moldy eheese 
wrapper! The Trojan War? That’s old stuff. It’s all 
behind us! Boring!” 

Then he launehed fomard. Before I eould stop 
him, he ripped the antenna off my TV. S(|llCak! 

"There!” he exelaimed, satisfied. "I did that for 
your own good. You’ll thank me later! This movie 
I brought will give you a real shock.” 

I shook my snout. I didn’t like the sound of 
that! "What kind of movie is this?” 

"It’s indrilCrilOllSC, Gen^kins ! It’s called 
Jurassic Terror 2: The Return of T rex. It’s all 
about hungi 7 MMOSild^S in search of fresh meat!” 
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Now, if you know me, you know that I am a bit 

of a ’fraidy mouse. Scary movies make my 

fur stand on end! 

Before I eould say anything, the doorbell rang 
again. Whew/ This time, it was my nephew 
Benjamin and his fiiend Bugsy Wugsy. 

Benjamin threw his arms around my neek and 
yelled, “Surpr/sef” 

Bugsy seampered into my house and bolted 

to the TV, squeaking, "Moorraaaay! jurassic 

TCPPOP 2! 

Benjamin gave me a high five. “Wow! Cool, 





A.A.A.A. 


My 






Uncle — I didn’t think you were so 

Can we stay and watch the movie with you?” 

I didn’t want to look like a scaredy-mouse, 
so I said, “Umm, of course! But if there are scenes 
that are too scaiy, make sure you close your 
em! Don’t worry. I’m right here.” 

Trap snickered. “1 think you’re the only one 
here who’s scared, Geirneister!” 

Tiding to look brave, I started the movie. 

What a [urassic fright! 










The Smell of 
Bad News! 



My teeth were ehattering in fear, and I held my 
paws over my eyes during the SCARY SCENES. 
Unfortunately, 1 had 00 trouble hearing the 
growls and grunts of the starving T. rexes! 

Just then my doorbell rang for the 
third time that day. 

I hurried to open the door — 
anything to get away from that 
movie! — and found 

ihe tnailmouse 

standing 
outside. 















The Smell of 


Bad News! 


He squeaked, “TKILIlftRlillSlIillillillllHli 

Urgent telegram for Mr. Stilton!** 

‘That*s me!** I said quiekly. 

1 tried to take the telegram from his paw ... but 
the mailmouse wouldn’t let go! 

“Mr. Stilton, are you sure 

you want to read 
this telegram?** he asked. “1 think it smells like 
bad news! 1 have a fabumouse nose — I know 
what Tm talking about.** 

My whiskers were trembling. Was this 
envelope full of trouble? 

[nG/HY/BG the mailmouse was right. . . 






The Smell of 


Bad News! 


DflflWQBit was better not to know! 

Then it struek me. Someone might have sent 
this telegram beeause they needed my HELP\ 1 
took a deep breath and said, “Yes, I want to read 
it. It's urgent — paw it over!” 

The mailmouse peered at me over his 
300309® “Are you sure? Totally, 
eompletely sure? I've seen many miee faint over 
a telegram. I know about bad news. I don't think 
you want to know what this says!” 


I squeaked at the top of my lungs, exasperated, 

“I do — I’m sure!” 







The Smell of 


Bad News! 


I pulled the telegram . 

The mailj||^i0gfpulled it the other way . . . 

. . . until the envelope ripped! 

I fell baekward and hit my head on the ground. 

THUNK/ 

The last thing I heard was the mailmouse 
saying, “I told him he shouldn’t have anything to 
do with that telegram!” 

When I woke up, 1 was lying on my eoueh. 
There was a bag of iee on the exioirmotise 
bump on my head. 







The Smell of 


Bad News! 



“Cheesy eream puffs — ouch!” I muttered. 

Thca appeared next to me 
and gave me a huge hug. “You 

really SCARED me!” she 

squeaked. “How is it possible 
that you seem to hit your head 

tvtpywHtpt? 

1 shrugged. “It’s not my fault! It was the 
telcgrsin ... I mean, the mailmouse ... 1 
mean, the envelope!” 

Trap giggled. “Oh, calm down, Thea. Geronimo 
has a hard head!” 

Benjamin ran over to huq me, without 
squeaking a word. Bugsy, on the other paw, 
began yelling in my ear about all the times she 
had gotten bumps and bruises. Thundering 

cattails, that mouse could talKi 

Only then did I notice that 1 still had the 
RIPPED envelope in my paw. “Here, Thea, 
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The Smell of 


Bad News! 


you read it,” I muttered. "Tm more tenified than 
a rat with a eat on his tail! Who knows what it 
might say!” 

Thea put the piCCGS of the telegram together 
and read it out loud . . . 
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Whooooosh! 


I loley cheese balls, the telegram was a 
urgent message From my friend Professor 
von Volt! I had to get my tail in gear. What if the 
professor was in danger? 

Even though the bfS on my head was 

throbbing, 1 jumped to my paws and shouted, 
“Shake a tail! Evei’yone out! Professor von Volt 
needs us!” 

We darted oulside, but there was nobody 
around. 

We looKed to the right: nobody' 

We looKed to the left: nobody' 

We looked up: nobody' 

The street was totally DQSQB'lj'QD. 

strange; 

But the telcgiam had said to leave at once ... 
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Suddenly, we heard a voiee. 

“rOO’W LATE!” 

Then something sucked us up 
like a giant vacuum cleaner! 

HOLEY CHEEEEEEEEEEESE! 








































Whooooosh! 


A moment later, we found ourselves inside 
Professor von Volt’s Incredible Binshlp — his 
superseeret flying laboratoiy! 

The professor was twisting his tail in 
knots. “Geronimo, I’ve been waiting for you! 
What took so long?” 

1 patted him on the shoulder. “I’m soriy, 
Professor! It’s all the mdllmOUSe'S fault, 
1 mean the telegiam’s fault, 1 mean the bump’s 
fault! I fainted, and —” 

The professor hugged me. “It doesn’t matter. 





Whooooosh! 


Gcronimo. Thank you for coming! I knew I could 

count on you and your faftiilyi” 

Then he added proudly, “By the way, Gcronimo, 

did you like the guest vacuum? And 
the DCQ\3DSD[DDIlD'[i’\7 [?/3DDQ'ij’? The paint is 

new. It makes the airship invisible!’’ 

1 grinned. “It’s incredible. Professor!” 

Trap elbowed me. “Of course it’s incredible, 
you cheesebrain! That’s why he calls it the 

Incredible fiTrship!” 

“Now follow me,” Professor von Volt said, 
“and I’ll tell you why I asked you to come so 
quickly. But first, put these on . . .” 

I le pawed over some 
super-reinforced rubber 
CLOtHeS. I had a bad 
feeling about this! 

Then he added, 

“On our way to the 
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Whooooosh! 


SECRET room. I’ll show you the latest 
additions to my laboratory!” 

Cheese niblets, the airship really was ineredible! 
We visited the COMMAND ROOM, the 
the library, and even 
the THERMAL POOLS and the SAllWA. 

The professor had perfeeted his SECllET 
laboratoiy sinee the last joumey through time. 
Now it was even more modem, eeologieal, and 
super-equipped! 

As we walked ARoUnd the laboratoiy, I 
couldn’t help wondering why the professor had 





Whooooosh! 


made us pul on those super-reinforeed, super- 
lined rubber suits. 

For the love of eheese, it was definitely StfanjC! 
We all looked like rubber dolls. I low ridieulous! 

Finally, we arrived at a room with an airnored 
door like the ones in a bank vault. Above the 
door were warning signs, advising us to Klllll^ 

OUT. 


My whiskers were What was 

in that room? 
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Chomp! Chomp! 
Chomp! 


Professor von Volt entered a eombination on the 
door. The complieated lock sprung open. Click! 

Then the anned door swung open. I was scared 
out of my fur! 

The professor turned and whispered, "Shhhhh, 
stay quiet! It’s dark because he is SL^EEPINCj.” 

tasked, “lluh? Who?” 

But the professor held a paw to his lips and 


tiptoed into the 
\m . It was dark inside! 

Suddenly, something BIT 
my tail! Squeeeeeeak! 

chomp! bomp! 

Rotten rat’s teeth — ouch! 
When the professor Jlfldjll/ 












Chomp! Chomp! 



Chomp! 


turned on the lights, I was squeakless. There was 
a baby triceratops Standing in front of me! 

Benjamin yelled, "Hey, that's .. . Tops!” 

Holey eheese, Benjamin was right! 

It really was TOP/ I had met him on my 
first journey through time! 

He seemed to reeognize me, too, beeause he 
JUMPED into my aims and eheerfully bit my 
snout! 

Chomp! 






Chomp! Chomp! 



Chomp! 


“Hey, what’s this little guy doing here?” I 
asked. 

The professor explained. “Well, when 1 told 
you there was a JUEiiSSi© 

1 really meant a Cretaceous one! That’s the 

period Tops eomes from, remember, Geronimo?” 

He pulled baek a sheet and showed us an 
enoimouse ei-ystal shaped like a cheese ball. It had 
mathematical foimulas and electronic circuits on 

it. “This is the Cheese-D-Sphene!” he said. 

Then the professor sighed. “This is my new time 
machine, but it’s also the cause of all my problems. 
1 sent it to the Cretaceous period to test it out, but 
it returned with a passenger: TOP/! 

“Can we go in?” Benjamin asked. 

The professor nodded. “I’ll tell you how it 
works. This is essentially an enoimouse ci^stal 
made of synthetic silicoswiss, charged with 
e|eCtrOCheeS6 from pure Gorgonzolon.” 
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This is an enormouse crystal made of synthetic 
silicoswiss. It is powered by an electrocheese 
charge from pure Gorgonzolon and works like a giant 
computer. To make it go, you need to know the secret 
formula - the amperat equation. 











Gorgonzolon 

screens 


Adjustable 


Super-soft 

anti-crash 


"paws" 


cheeso 

brain 


Brain¬ 
holding 
container 


Ledger containing 
Super Manual 


Super-soft 

anti-crash 


"paws" 


If you carry out the PROPER PROCEDURE, travelers 
will materialize precisely in the predetermined 
destination, wearing the clothing of that time period and 
capable of squeaking and understanding the language. 
Upon arrival, the Cheese-O-Sphere will blend perfectly 
with its environment. 



The machine is simple, but the manual 
is extremely complicated! It’s really a 
SUPER MANUAL because It contains 
information about all possible historical 
destinations! It should be read from 
cover to cover before embarking on a 
journey. This way, the Cheese-O-Sphere 
will be guaranteed to sync with the 
proper time period. 










Benjamin exclaimed, “WOUJ, this iS rGdllV 

fabumouser 

Thca agreed. “What a mousetastic design, 
Professor!” 

“Unfortunately,” the Professor explained, “the 
Cheese-D-Sphene is defective! Once again, 1 need 
to ask you to go on a dangerous MlSSlOH and —” 
Trap interrupted. “Since 1 am the most 
intelligent rodent here, 1 already understand what 
you’re tiying to say. You need us to 
Tops back home, right?” 





W 


w V// 


Chomp! Chomp! 



Chomp! 


Professor von Volt nodded. 

Everyone SQUEAKED enlhusiaslieally, 
exeept for me! 

Rat-munehing rattlesnakes, were they erazy? 
“Well, I would be HAPPY to go ... I mean, 
I guess ... I won’t let you down. Professor. Won’t 
itbemm , though?” I asked. 

The professor’s snout grew serious. “It won’t just 
be dangerous — it will be $UJ)€r-d^5gcrQU$! 
SufeT-dufer-d^ngeTQusf Before I send 
you baek to the past, I want to do one more test. 
I need to make absolutely sure that the machine 

won’t disintegrate during the trip.” 

Disintegrate? Rancid ricotta! 

As Tops nibbhd at my tail, the professor said, 
“Get ready! On the count of three, close your eyes 
and plug your ears!” 

He cried, “ONE, TWO, THREE!” Then 

he pulled the lever. 






Five Intruders! 

There was a big boom, a flash of bright 
white light — and then the Cheese-Q- 
f:phere disappeared! 

"Now we just have to wait,” the professor 
said. “To thoroughly test the machine, I sent it 
to four different historic periods. Before I allow 
passengers inside.” 

Crusty cat litter! 

By now I was pALi0R than a ball of 
mozzarella during a full moon! I muttered, "Th- 
th-thanks, P-P-Professor. 1 d-d-don’t want to 
d-d-disintegrate. Tm f-f-foo foTld of my 

f-f-fudr 

As we waited, I nibbled at my pom. 

What would happen? 

A few minutes passed, but it felt like a ccntuiv! 
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Five 


Intruders! 


And then . . . 

There was another big boom, a flash 
of bright white light — and then the 
Cheese-Q-^Phere reappeared' 

The door opened with a hiss. 



A Parmesan-colored cloud appeared. 


pfffffHffW! 


Then four miee stepped out of the maehine. 

Scgtieals? 

First there was a rodent with long blond hair, 
dressed like someone from aneient Greeee. 

She looked around, batting her long 
and asked, “Oh, where am I? And 
where are my maids? And all the WAWtiORS? 
Why aren’t I in Troy?” 
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Five 


Intruders! 



Then I recognized her. This 
was V^Ce/l/ the most 

j9fi-c3U'l"l‘FUl mouse of all time! 

Then a mUSCUlaf mouse stepped 
forward, brandishing a sword. 
“Who arc you? How dare you?” he 
thundered. “1 will destroooooyyyyy 
you! Where I walk, grass no 
longer grows!” 













Five 


Intruders! 


I recognized him, too — it was the fearsome 

Attiia the Hum 

Then another rodent walked toward us. He 
looked vei'y serious and had a crown on his head. 

Squeak, it was CHARLEMAGNE ! 

Finally, another mouse jumped down. He 
seemed veiy intelligent and asked, “Where am 1? 
Did I reach the Indies? Where is my ship?” 

1 loley cheese! It was the explorer and navigator 

Chrlst@piier C@himbii$! 








I’ll Take Care 
OF You, Rats! 


Seeing those four mice from the EP/^STP, 
Professor von Volt fainted. We had to wake him 
up with mozzarella-scented smelling salts! 

Luckily, I always cany a vial in my pocket. I 
guess you could say that I easily! 

Meanwhile, erupted in the lab! 


I lelen complained, "I lumph, I have really had 



enough of these mousenappings! 
My husband, Menelaus, will take 
care oP you rats!” 

Christopher Columbus said, 
“Messengers, 1 demand to be taken 
baek to my ship! 1 need to report 
to Queen Isabella! She will take 
care oP you rats!” 

Charlemagne thundered, “llow 
dare you! 1 am king of the Franks 
and Holy Roman Emperor! My 
knights will take care oP you 
rats!” 

Attila the Hun looked furious, 
“How dare you eapture me? 1 will 
take care oP you rats myself! 

T. will destrooovvvv iOuf” 

Tops at my tail, 

and Benjamin SCJUCdkcdl with 




Chm^lemagne 



attila the HUN 


I’ll Take Care 


OF You, Rats! 


excitement. Bugsy shrieked and tUQ^^cl at my aim 
as I tried to explain. “Excuse me, evei^one, there 
was a misunderstiancling! We will take you 
home right away!” 

Trap jumped tCWard Attila and Charlemagne 
and put his aims around their shoulders. “Hey 
there, BIQ (SV ATTitA. Hey, CHARLEY, 
how’s it going? Don’t listen to that silly cousin of 
mine! I’m the boss here, and us bosses understand 
one another, right?” 







I’ll Take Care 



OF You, Rats! 


Before I eould say anything, the professor woke 
up and walked over to me. 

He looked as pale as a tub of rieotta. 

Geronimo! We need to send them all baek right 
away. We risk ehanging histoiy!” 

Then he pawed over two X/fAljS. The first 
was full of blue liquid. The other had green liquid 
inside. “Be eareful not to mix them up, Geronimo!” 
he said seriously. “The blue one is a mm- 


mm \%%ma. Give a 
sip to eaeh of our guests 
right before they return to 
their time periods! That 
way, they will forget about 
their /QD\!/[iCa‘l7[!DBQS 



outside their own time. This is fabumousely 
important — otherwise we risk ehanging histoiy 
“The green liquid is the edd^e/nce^. 

You’ll need it in order to eonneet your brain with 
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I’ll Take Care 


OF You, Rats! 


the Chccse-O-Sphcrc. You must each drink one 
spoonful during the departure proeedure.” 

I took the viols and plaeed them earefully in 
my poeket. 

Then the professor showed me an EHOlUiOO/E 
book. “This is the Super Manual. It eontains all of 
the available infoimation about all different time 
periods. You must read it before mm. That 
way, the Cheese-O-Sphere will syne up with the 
right time period!” 

Then he put a sheet of paper in my paw. “And 
this is the departure procedure.” 





I’ll Take Care 


OF You, Rats! 


The professor twisted his tail nervously. “Fm 
warning you, follow the departure proeedure 
preeisely! And don’t forget the amperat equation. 
Now it’s time for all of you to get aboard the 
ChEBSE-D-SphEPB — you must leave at onee!” 

I peered CirOUnd. 

The whole lab was bubbling with confusion 
and chaos. Holey cheese! Mow could 
I convince everyone to get inside the time 
macHne — and fast? 

Suddenly, I had a mousetastic idea. “The last 
one inside the Cheese-O-Sphere is a piece of 
^03(35) I cried. 







I’ll Take Care 


OF You, Rats! 


Tiding to set a good example, I headed toward 

the Gheese-D-Spher*e. 

Vm a total clumsypaws, so of eourse I tripped 
on my tail. Squeak! Trap passed me, but he was 
shoved aside by Attila as Bugsy dodged Thea and 
Benjamin. 

Guess who was the last one inside the Cheese- 
O-Sphere? Me! 

Cheesy cream puffs, I was a mouserific mess ... 
But at least 1 had managed to get eveiyone into 

the Cheese-O-Sphepe! 





I closed the door, took a deep breath, and 


announced, “Ladies and gentlemice, it’s official: 

0 fotiynoysc ncw jcyRNty Mm\\ fine is fltoyl fc bep!” 
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Do You Want to Go 
Back Home or Not? 


I sealed the door of the Cheese-O-Sphere shut, as 
Professor von Volt had instructed. Then I held the 
departure procedure in my paw and addressed 
the rest of the passengers. "Now we will take you 
all back home. Who wants to go first?” 


Evciyonc began at once. 

"Me first! I am (3 lady !” shouted Helen of 
Troy. 









Do You Want to Go 


Back Home or Not? 


“No, me first! Othci-wise I WILL DCSTROOOYYYY 
YOU!!” Attila thundered. 


“Me first, I am Tfid OJdd^r!” grumbled 
Christopher Columbus. 

Charlemagne squeaked up. “Oh no, me first! 
After all, 1 am the noblest!” 

“Sniiiek! Sniiiiek!” yelled Tops, and 1 knew that 
he was tiying to say, “Me first. Pm the youngest!” 
Swiss eheese on lye, 1 didn’t know what to do. 

Who would we taKe home first? 


Luckily, Thea put a stop to all the 
yelling. “QU»mEE6£ETTTTl” 
Everyone fell silent, and Thea 
took the situation into her own 
paws. “Ladies and gentlemice, either 
you do as 1 say or NO ONE goes 
home, understand? 

First my brother Geronimo 
will tell you the rules! 
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Do You Want to Go 


Back Home or Not? 


"Second: you will obey them! 

"Third: you will cooperate! 

“Fourth: there will be no fighting! 

“Fifth: there will be no arguing! 

“Sixth: there will be no eomplaining! 
"Seventh: there will be no threats, espeeially 
if you have sharp swords! Do you understand me, 
Attila?” 

Rotten rat's teeth, my sister was tough! Even 
Attila the I lun lookcd at her with admiration. 

I took advantage 

of the SiLENGE 

and tried to explain 

the departure procedure 

to everyone. 

Sinee I had already 
eompleted step one, I 
moved along to step 
two. There was no time 
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DUPnRTURB PROCQDUR0 

ATTENTION: the cheese-o-sphere works By 

SUNCNG UTH TRAVELERS’ BRAINS. BEFORE DEPARTURE. 

you MUST FOLLOW THIS PROCEDURE PRECISELy - 

THERE IS NO ROOM FOR ERROR! 

1) ENTER THE CHEESE-O-SPHERE PND SEAL THE DOOR SHUT 
(otherwise, you could get lost in time). 

2) TURN THE RED SWITCH TO THE *USTEN AND LEARN* POSITION 
(carePul: there are thirty-seven dPPerent switches to 
choose Prom). 

3) PUT ON yOUR HELMETS AND READ THE SUPER MANUAL OUT 
LOUD (make sure to read the inPormation Por only the time 
period you want to travel to - otherwise, you could go to 
the wrong time). 

M) DRIMK A SPOONFUL OF THE BRAN ESSENCE, TO BOOST UOUR 
BRAIN CAPAOTU Ot is disgusting, but you need to drink all oP 
it). 

5) TURN UPSDE DOWN SO THE BLOOD WLL RUSH TO UOUR BRANS 
(carePul not to Pall). 

6) UTTER THE AMPERAT EQUATION (this must be done 
Plawlessly, otherwise the Cheese-O-Sphere won't leave). 

Psc - Gorg/DeGorg x [Fscp 

The propulsion speed oP the Cheese-O-Sphere is equal to 

the amount oP deGorgonzolized Gorgonzolon multiplied by 

the Pusion speed oP the cheese cubed. 




tsc = qoRq/oeqoRq x cfsc^ 



Do You Want to Go 


Back Home or Not? 


to waste! 1 turned the red switeh to the “listen 
and. learn” position. 

A door opened and an enoimouse ear eame 
out, turned itself toward me, and ordered, “Read, 
GVseesellDiraiSIS! rm all ears!” 

Trap sniekered. “Did you hear that, Genykins? 
Even the Cheese-O-Sphere thinks you’re a 
eheesebrain!” 

I rolled my eyes. “All right. Trap, 1 may be a 









Do You Want to Go 


Back Home or Not? 


chccscbrain sometimes, but that’s not important 
right now. We have a mission to complete!” 

I opened the SUPER MANUAL. "Now I 
will read eveiything about our first destination: 

THE CRETACEOUS PERIOD! ” 


Benjamin hugged Tops and squeaked with joy. 
"Are you happy, Tops? You’re going home!” 

TOP/ nibbled cheerfully at Benjamin’s 
whiskers. 

I added, "Before I read, let’s put OH our 
helmets. It’s time for us to sync up to 


the Cheese-O-Sphere.” 






V,o«' 
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\(The Cretaceous Period / 
I and the Dinosaurs ^ 


Our planet is very old — about 4.6 billion years old. in fact. 
To measure the phases of life on our planet, scholars have 
divided the history of Earth into eras and periods. 

The dinosaurs developed in the MESOZOIC ERA. which 
is divided into three periods: TRIASSIC. OURASSIC. and 
CRETACEOUS. 


The CRETACEOUS PERIOD 
began about 145 million years ago. 
During this period. Earth began to 
look more like what we know today. 

The CLIMATE was hot and humid 
during much of the period. Tropical 
plants such as palm trees even grew 
in areas that are cold today, like 
Alaska! 


UUES-., 



development of the period was the 
appearance of FLOWERS! Water 
lilies and magnolias grew in the 
forests next to the conifers. It is 
believed that INSECTS like bees 
and butterflies became widespread, 
and they carried pollen from flower 
. lo flower. 




















During the Cretaceous period, man^ 
REPTILES similar to our modern- 
day serpents developed. The ocean was 
home to large iguanas and sharks. In the 
swamps and along the rivers, there were 
BIRDS with webbed feet. And among 
the mammals, marsupials similar to 
opossums appeared. 

The DINOSAURS, which had first 
appeared during the Triassic period, 
developed new means of defense 
during the CRETACEOUS 
PERIOD. 

The HERBIVORES, which ate 
plants and vegetables, had bodies 
protected by shells, plates, and horns. 

The CARNIVOROUS dinosaurs 
refined their hunting techniques: their 
vision improved, their teeth got sharper, 
their claws became more powerful, and their 
speed increased significantly. 

And possibly the greatest land predator 
of all time appeared: the terrible 

TYRANNOSAURUS REXi 










































Get Your Chompers 
OFF THE Super 
Manual! 


I was still reading about the Cretaceous period 
when I heard a strange sound. 

chomp! muuunch! ChOmp! 

Holey cheese balls. Tops was EATING the 
Super Manual! 
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Get Your Chompers 


OFE THE Super Manual! 




I yelped, “Hey, get your off 

the Super Manual!” 

Bugsy and Benjamin helped me get the book 
away from Tops, but he had already nihhkd 
on an enoimouse chunk of it. What a disaster! 

But what could 1 do? 1 had to move on to the 
of the departure procedure. 

Next was step four: drloK d SpOODfUl Of 


the brain essence! 

1 pulled the two vials out of my 
pocket. My whiskers began to 
shake. 1 couldn’t remember — 

Which was the right one? 

Was it the green one or the 
blue one? 


tV'® — 








Trap noticed that 1 was ©@FlfllS@^, so 
he ripped the vial of blue liquid from my paws. 
“What in the name of cheese would you do if I 
weren’t here to help. Cousin? The boss should 

take responsibility, and I’m the boss, 

so ... 1 decide!” 

Before I could squeak, he plugged my nose and 
poured a spoonful of blue liquid in my mouth. 
“Geronimo, you get to be the guinea pig! Someone 
has to saerifice himself for science!” 

Suddenly, I felt tremendmousely confused . . . 
“Wait. What am I doing here? Who am I?” 




56 




Trap my car. 

"Aha!” Trap cried in triumph. "So the blue one 
isthcMOMKmimi I You see how easy 
that was to figure out?” 

Then he gave everyone a spoonful from the 
vial of green liquid. It was awful! It tasted like 
Gorgonzola gone bad, rotten fish, and Old SOClc^! 

But at least it brought my memoiy back. Whew! 

Next, we all turned upside down and uttered 
the amperat equation. There was a Hash of 
light — and the Cheese-O-Sphere took off! 
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Mouse Smoothie! 


o 


The Cheese-O-Sphere began to 
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like a top, shaking us up like 
mouse SW00*i^^S^S\ Then, 
suddenly, 

THCf^C WAS A 
BIA BOOM... 


A FLASH OF BRIGHT LIGHT... 


And finally the Cheese-O-Sphere 
stopped. 
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Mouse 


Smoothie! 


The door hissed open. 

I eould see a mozzarella-eolored 
eloud. 

We all stumbled out of the time 
machine. 

My head was spinning liKe 
crazy. 



When 1 was finally able to sec straight, 1 realized 
that we were standing before a fTiarVefnOUSe 

prehistoric landscape. 


We had finally arrived at our destination: the 

cmTAcnus peiiidd! 


“Mouserific!” 1 squeaked. 

Well, almost... 

1 tried to squeak — but a powerful roar came 
out of my mouth instead! 

’T^RRRROOOOAAAARRR!" 

Fossilized feta, what had happened? A 

moment later, 1 suddenly understood. 1 





59 





























Mouse 



looked at my travel eompanions and realized that 
they were dlf SgHIlf S©d! as dinosaurs, too! 

I eouldn’t help squeaking, “Heeeeelp!” 

But instead, I roared! 

The others roared, too, but I understood exaetly 
what they were saying. Bones and stones, we were 
all speaking the dinosaur language! 

.^moooAm" 
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Smoothie! 


Mouse 


Then I remembered what Professor von Volt 
had said: we would arrive in eaeh time period 
already in disguise and able to /PEAK the 
language. But I never would have imagined being 
disguised as dinosaurs! 

This new 'u’DDaIB M/IIGDODCGB really was 
mousetastic! 
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Herbivores or 
Carnivores? 


AttilQ growled in his dinosaur voice, "I will 
dcstrooooy you!” 

CHARLEMAGNE yelled, "Tve landed amongst 

the dragons! Never fear, 1 will take them all out!” 
When he reached for his sword, he realized that 
he had dinosaur pavys! “Oh! I’m a 


dragon, too!” he roared in alaiTn. 
“What kind of 
MACIC is this?” 

I explained that it was 
not magic, it was SCience. 

We had gone back in 
time to the prehistoric era, 
when the land was populated 
by dinosaurs! 
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Herbivores or 



Carnivores? 


Attiia, CHARLEMAGNE, Tkien/ 3Sns»^, 

and even ChrlSt©ph@r CohimbyS only 
believed me when I took my dinosaur head off. 

Thea explained, “It’s like a play — we’re just 
wearing eostumes!” 

Trap smirked. “Yeah, and you really should 
keep those mssics on if you want to stay 
alive, got it? There are ENORMOUSE 

beasts around here who love fresh mouse meat.” 

“Some dinosaurs are herbivores, though,” 
Benjamin put in. 

1 felt my fur growing pale. “That’s true ... the 
problem is reeognizing whieh ones are eamivores 
before they eat you for a snaek!” 

Bugsy grinned. “Don’t woriy! I’m a dinosaur 
expert. I know all of the different types of 
dinosaurs by heart — we studied them in sehool! 
I ean tell you if they are herbivores or eamivores.” 
“Everyone listen up. I’m the boss!” Trap said. 
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OMSSaUKSlOlttKi 


C-r.eMBBBUsiBe,Bind 




CONFUCIUSORNIS 
One of the oldest creatures on 
record that had a beak similar i 
the beaks of modern-dau birds 




CORYTHOSAURUS 
Had a bony crest on top of 
its head. Its nostrils rose 
up through the crest. y 


PROTOCERATOP5 
Adults were about 6 
feet long and weighed 
over 400 pounds. 




of smell 




IGUANODON \ 

A mobile lower jaw allowed ' 
these dinosaurs to chew and \ 
eat large quantities of tough i 
plants, like ferns. 























Carnivore 


pteranodon 

Possibly ate fish that it 
caught % Riding its pointy 
beak across the surface 
of the water while flying. 


VELOCIRAPTOR 
Was even faster than the 
T. rex. possibly reaching 




Carnivore 


1 


TYRANNOSAURUS REX 
One of the biggest 
carnivores ever to exist 
on Earth! It was also fast, 
possibly running at speeds 
from 10 to 25 miles per hour 






OVIRAPTOR 


Was an omnivore, 
which means it ate a 
combination of animals 
and plants. 

























Herbivores or ^ 


Carnivores? 


“If Bugsy says you stay put. But 

if she says ‘CA/?WiV®Pt’ you lun as fast as 
your paws will take you! Is that clear?” 

Clear or not, we didn’t have time for more 
explanations. Tops suddenly bolted away at a 
gallop, yelling, “Sniiiiiilick!” 

This time, 1 understood that he had said, 
“Home!” A moment later. Tops had disappeared 

into the PiiHiSTOii© P^iiST. 

Cheese niblets! TOP/ was just a baby. I 
couldn’t let him run off on his own! 









Herbivores or ^ 


Carnivores? 


He could get ELfflST, or run into a big, ferocious 
dinosaur — like a T. rex! 

VooR Tops! 1 may be a ’fraidy mouse, but I 
couldn’t let anything bad happen to him. 

So I made a fast decision. "Quick, let’s follow 
him — we’re a team! Mice for one, fnice for all!” 

Charlemagne and Attila pushed to the front of 
the group, yelling, "I am the boss, follow me!” 

I let them pass. 1 didn’t care who was in 
command. I only Cdfcd that Tops made it home 
safe and sound. 







Herbivores or 


’/Carnivores? 


Okay, fine, I had a soft spot for that little guy ... 
even though he had a bad habit of biting my tail! 

Benjamin and Bugsy raeed off like miee on a 
eheese hunt. After all. Tops was their good friend! 
The rest of us followed, while Helen eomplained, 
“Tm sure to a pawnail on all these roeks! 

And this hUlDid weather is going to frizz my fur! 
Do you know how long it took my to get 

it looking like this?” 
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Herbivores or ^ 


Carnivores? 


Wc ran and ran and ran, following TOP/V 
pawprints for hours. WHeWr 
We headed deeper into the W'SIdD prehistorie 
landscape, amid cnoiTnousc ferns, giant monkey 
puzzles*, and super-stinky SW&inpS! But there 
was still no sign of Tops. 

Hfhere eould he have gone? 


* Monkey puzzles were conifer trees native to parts of the 
Southern I lemisphere. 




























There’s Been a 
Misunderstanding ! 


A moment later, I breathed a Sigh Of relief 
A small, familiar snout popped out of a nearby 
group of triceratops. IT WAS TOPS/ He ran 
up and began to rub his head on us. 

We huee«<d him happily. 
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There’s Been a 



^Misunderstanding! 


He thanked us, and we understood his words. 
“Thanks, friends. It was good to see you again, 
but it’s even better to be baek home!” 



I eouldn’t help thinking about our first 
journey through time, when we had found an 
ABANDONED egg — and then Tops had 
hatehed out of it! At first, he had mistaken us for 
his family, but eventually Tops found a group of 
that beeame his family, 
just thinking about it wamned my heart like 







We were still exchanging hugs when I found 
myself snout-to-snout with two enomnouse 

T»iiCC»^AT(lPS Rancid ncotta! 

They stared at me threateningly, tlaring their ^ 
nostrils and scratching the ground with their 
paws. 

Gmi ^ 

“Who arc you? What arc you doing here? 


















There’s Been a 


Misunderstanding ! 


“MoUy moiiarella,” l muttered. “This 
doesn’t look good . . Then I tried to explain. 
“Urn, there’s been a misunderstanding!” 

lust then, Tops noticed what was going on. 
“Mom, Dad, these are my friends!” 

But the male triccratops growled, “we toid 
you not to talk to strangers, son. These creatures 
arc not triccratops!” 

Tops’s mother muttered, “I don’t even know 
WHAT they are. I’ve never seen dinosaurs like 
these.” 

Mis dad added, “And they stink! They stink 
like mice. I don’t trust them!” 

I had to say something. “Of course we smell 
like mice — we are mice! We come from very far¬ 
away, and we don’t want to hurt your Httlc 0116 . 
We’re his friends!” 

“II-’S -hrue. +hey saved me!” Tops piped up. 

Tops’s dad thundered, “Well . . . you might be 
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There’s Been a Misunderstanding! 


SAVED 


friendly . . . and you may have even | 

Tops . . . but I’ve never SEEM you around 
these parts before!” 

He paused and looked us up and down, “So 
let’s do this: first we’ll eharge at you, then we’ll 
/TOMP on you, and then we’ll GB^IDSDG 
you. If it turns out you really were hamiless, oh 
well!” 

Holey eheese, we were going to be mousemeat! 
Then he ordered, -TR/eSRATOFS, 

CHARRRRRRCSr 

I Stepped in front of Benjamin and Bugsy to 
proteet them, squeaking, “Wh-wh-who do you 







There’s Been a 


Misunderstanding ! 




th-th-think you arc? Fontina face! Coconut h-h- 
head! You subspecies of lazy lizard! BfIdS it On, 

if you’re brave enough!” 

Attila hollered at me. ‘‘Stop your squeaking and 

run, rat! You’re not SCARING anyone. I know 

a little something about scaring — you need to ti-y 
harder!” I le puffed up his chest, boasting, “Look 
and learn! I am an expert! Did you 
know that my tribe says that 













There’s Been a 


Misunderstanding! 



where 1 step, grass no longer grows?” 

Then Attila let out a truly terrifying growl. 

’’RRRRROOOOAAAARRR!” 

The trieeratops all yelled in fear. Then they 
turned around and ran off as fast as their paws 
would eari^ them, making the earth njmble like 

an earthquake! 


I was squeakless. 

Attila looked awfully proud of himself. “Did 











There’s Been a 


Misunderstanding ! 




you see that, rat? I TERRORIZEP them!” 

lust then, Thea grabbed my paw and squeaked, 
“Geronimo, look behind us!” 

As I turned. I suddenly understood. Attila 
hadn’t made the tneeratops run off. What had 
made them was an angiy T. rex, who 

had just stomped up behind us! Holey rolling 
boulders, what a mess! 

Columbus tapped me on the shoulder. 













There’s Been a 


Misunderstanding! 



“Umm, sir? I don’t quite understand. Is this 
tyrannowhatsis an ^€r()fvor€ or a CAPWTV^Pt?” 
Bugsy responded for me. “Carnivooooore!” 

"And he seems vei?Y,vei?Y,vei?Yhungiy, 

and in seareh of fresh meat! I eried. 



We all got our tails in gear and began to 
toward the Cheese-O-Sphere. The T. rex stayed 
right on our tails, tiying to cateh us with his giant 
fangs! 

chomp! 
chomp! 

ROOOO«OAI»Br_ 







6 

You Have Some 
Nice Whiskers! 



We managed to reach the Checse-O-Sphcre just 
as the T. rex lunged for my tail! ^QUGdK, UJhdt 

a feline fright! 

1 loley cheese, this time 1 really did make it by 
a whisker! 

1 sealed the door. ^ 

When 1 came to, 1 noticed that 1 no longer had 














You Have Some 


Nice Whiskers! 


- o - 

my dinosaur costume on. All I could see were some 
charming olil^ dIjiUIU Hi XEiO watching me. 

It was Helen of Troy! She was waving a linen 
pawkcrchief at me as she W tt P ^ ^ ^ 

sweetly, "Poor Geronimo, you're not much of a 
musclcmousc! But you have some nice whiskers. 
And you do have an INTELLECTUAL air 
about you ..." 

Trap popped into my line of vision. "Oh, 
V^Ce/l/y don’t wony about that eheesebrain. He 
faints easily! Not like me— I’m courageous, kind, 
athletic, and I diso *tKe bosS! I am most 






Nice Whiskers! 


You Have Some 
- 

definitely worthy of you, a rodent of great elass!” 

Attila had to squeak up. “No, the toughest, most 
faseinating, and strongest mouse is . . . me!” 

“Who do you think you are?” Charlemagne 
eried. “Fm the mmv. The most important 
rodent of all! Don’t listen to them, my sweet 
I lelen . . .” 
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Nice Whiskers! 


You Have Some 
- 

Even Christopher Columbus got in on the 
argument. “Well, I am the most intellectual 
of everyone here — and also the most fearless!” 

Thundering eattails! I held up my paws for 
silenee. 

I didn’t want to [?D(3[]!]^? with my eousin, or 
with anyone else. It was time to take the beautiful 
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You Have Some 


Nice Whiskers! 


- o - 

home. Without wasting time, I 
began the eomplieated departure procedure. As 
I did, I glaneed out the porthole, sighing. 

I hadn’t gotten to say good-bye to TOP/! 

At that moment, Benjamin yelled, “Unele G, 
look!” 

1 looked, and squeaked with joy. Tops was 
standing outside the nhEBSB-O-SphBPB. I le had 
eome to say good-bye to us! 
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Holey Cheese Balls! 


While I was repeating the depariore procedure 
for the seeond time, I made a mental note to tell 
Professor von Volt to simplify it when we got home. 
Holey eheese balls, it was so COnpliC^-becf! 

We put on our helmets. Thundering eattails, we 


looked so 



My helmet was too tight, and I 
immediately got an enoimouse 
headaehe. And when Bugsy 
began to read the infoirnation 


about the Tpojan WflP, I lelen intenupted 


her eonstantly, squeaking, “It’s really ineredible! 
That thing there — what do you eall it? A book? — 
talks about me! But how is that possible? 

“I didn’t know I had beeome so f-^nnoujc!” 
Helen squeaked. 
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THE LeqeKJDARV 
CITVOFIROV 


The legendary city of TROY is almost universally 
accepted to be located in modern-day Turkey. At 
the time of the TROOAN WAR described in Homer’s 
Iliad (iSth century BC) it was of great strategic 
importance. Given its position at the southern 
entrance to the Dardanelles, it could control traffic 
between the Black Sea and Aegean Sea. as well as 
Significant land routes. 





































































All BecAv/se of a 

COLDENJ APPLe! 

According to HOMER’S ILIAD, the storg' of Troy and 

the famouse war that destroyed it began in a mythical ^ 

time when the world was governed by the Greek gods! 

By one account. ERIS. the goddess of discord, was 

not invited to the marriage banquet of Peleus and 

Thetis (Achilles’s parents). When she was turned away 

at the door, she threw a golden apple on the banquet j 

table that said To the fairest on it. BUT WHO WAS 

A fight immediately broke out | 

between HERA, the powerful wife | 
of Zeus, the king of the godS: 

ATHENA, the goddess of wisdom; 
and APHRODITE, the goddess 
of love. 

None of the gods knew how to 
choose, so Zeus entrusted the 
task to PARIS, one of the sons 
of Priam, the king of Troy. 

'\ 

ERIS, THE GODDESS 
OF DISCORD 

































HELEN OF TROY 


HERA assured him RICHES. 

ATHENA offered him 
WISDOM, and APHRODITE 
promised him the most 
BEAUTIFUL woman in the 
world, Helen, wife of Menelaus. 
the king of Sparta. 

Paris unwisely gave the apple to APHRODITE. 
According to Homer, when he met HELEN, he fell in 
love with her and brought her with him to Troy. 

This enraged Heleiiis husband. Menelaus. With the help 
of his brother. Agamemnon, the king of Mycenae, he 
gathered the Greeks into a great army that would 
attack Troy. 

THE WAR HAD BEGUN! 


HOM6^ The ancient people 
attribute the //iadand the Odyssey 
(two famous ancient poems) to a 
poet named Homer. No one knows 
for sure if he really existed. 





























Holey Cheese 


Balls! 


Thca said, “Yes, you’re famouse — soper- 
doper f awigose! It is often said that you were 
the most beautiful rodent of all time! By the way, 
would you mind answering a few cjuestions? 
The lady rodents of New Mouse City would be 
thrilled to leam more about you, I’m sure.” 

Thea pulled out a CGQtPQBQQK and began 
to take notes. “Tell me, my dear, what is a day in 
your like?” 







_ ^ 


Holey Cheese 


Balls! 


I put up my paws in protest. “Thca, does this 
seem like the right time for an interview? We need 
to finish our mission and take home!” 

Thea gave me a look. “It's always the right 
time for an interview! You should know that, 
Geronimo. It’s one of the key prineiples of 
journalism!” 

Helen and Thea ehatted about Helen’s life 
while Bugsy continued to read the SUPER 
MANUAL aloud. Eveiyonc else was busy 
arguing about who was the biggest, the strongest, 
and the most important! 

For the love of cheese, they 
were making my bPSin buZZ! 

Suddenly, Bugsy interrupted. 

“Uh-oh ... 1 can’t read 
anymore. Tops the rest 

of the pages!” 

“Oh no! What a mouset 
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Holey Cheese 


Balls! 


mess!” I squeaked, my whiskers 

Would the Cheese-O-Sphene be able to get 
US to the right plaee now? 

Would the PROCepoRe work? 

There was only one way to find out! I had to 
eross my fingers, finish the proeedure, and 
hope! I gave eveiyone a spoonful of the brain 
essenee, and we turned UpsiD6 DOWn and said 
the amperat equation together. 

There was a flash of light, 
and the Cheese-O-Sphere 
took off. It began to spin 
faster and faster, shaking 
us up like mouse smoothies! 

T4£R£ -WAS K 
GREAT BOOnA . . . A FLASH OF 
BRIGHT LIGHT . . . then the Cheese-O- 
Sphere stopped and the door opened with a hiss. 

Before we got off, I gave Helen a spoonful of the 
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Holey Cheese 


Balls! 


. That way, she wouldn’t 
remember her adventure through time. 

Benjamin looked at me, eoneerned. “Unele G, 
you look pale. Do you feel all right?” 

Tm great!” I responded. 

But really, I wasn’t great, or even good. I felt 
like 1 was going to faint from fright! 

From what I eould remember, I lelen of 
Troy’s lime was VePY, VCI?Y, VCPY 
dangerous! 

Who knew what was waiting for us out there? 

Battles between fieree, enoiTnouse aimies? 

Duels to the last whisker between HtpotS 
as big as tanks? 

Terrifying mythieal monsters? 

£:queeeaK, ujhat an epic* fright! 


* An eoic is a long narrative ooein that tells the tale of legendary 




heroes. Today, it can also mean “grand” or “impressive.” 




Even Your Whiskers 
Are Trembling! 


Trap nudged me with his elbow. “Cousin, don’t 
deny it — you’re epically AFRAIDl” 

Attila peered at me. “Rat, eveiyone ean tell 
that you’re TERRIFIED! You’re as pale as a slab of 
mozzarella, and even your whiskers are trembling.” 
I shook my snout. “I’m not afraid!” 

OFFENDED. I stepped out of the Cheese-O- 
Sphere, with my friends right behind me. 

Onee I got outside, 1 realized that we all were 
wearing long, multieolored CLOTHTWG. 
precious jewels, and wigs with elaborate hairdos, 
decorated with ribbons and fl©W81PS! Swiss 
cheese on lye — we were all wearing dresses! 

I scratched my head. My BRniN began to 
work overtime until I finally understood. The 
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Are Trembling! 


Even Your Whiskers 


Chccsc-O-Sphcrc hadn’t gotten all the infomiation 
from the SUPER MANUAL, sinee Tops had 
ehewed it up. So it had pieked up Thea and 
Helen’s eonversation about 
That’s why we were all wearing 
All of a sudden, we were surrounded by a erowd 
of shouting lady rodents! 

Vtietl/, Your Majesty! There you 

are, finally!” 

“We found you — what a relief!” 












Fashioki INJ AkIC1£KIT Trov 

There are no precise testimonies about FASHION 
during the time of ancient Troy, but it is thought that 
the fashions were very similar to the nearby 
Cretan-Mycenaean civilization. 

The RICHEST women may have worn tight- 
^ ^ fitting bustiers and flounced skirts. 


IVTe leafr)€t» 
beli WigVHigWted 
Columbus’s iwaisil 


Twip and ihe r«esi 
of my friends wore 
typical wowien’s 
worK yarmen+s 


cAti+ila was wearing a long 
dr»ess made of rough 
linen ... very chic! 


1 wore an elegant 
wig with blond 
Curls to mimic the 
Trojans’ elaborate 
hairs^les 1 have 
to admit, it really 
looKed good on me! 


The colors 
of these 
fabrics 
are very 
vibrant! 





























TVje tijpical 
men’s 6Ki«»i. 


The MEN’S CLOTHING of ancient Troy 
was likely very simple: men were almost always 
bare-chested and wore a rigid, short skirt that 
was open on the sides. 


To protect themselves from the cold, they wore 


cloaks and rectangular capes made of 
heavy wool and fur during the winter. 


lV)i8 soldier* 8 Welmei 
is made of deconaied 
metal adorned with large 
feathers. 


Here is V(jng rriam, 
wearing an elegant 
garment adorned with 
precious jewels. 


Here’s Helen 
in a tgpical 
noblewoman’s 
dress. 


Children wore 
tunics with 
hemmed seams. 



























Even Your Whiskers 


Are Trembling! 



At that point, wc had to stay in our female 
disguises, or they would have fOUnd US OUt! 
Helen exelaimed, “Oh, my head hurts!” 

I ran to help her, and she looked up at me in 
eonfusion. She didn’t reeognize me after taking 
the memoi’y-erasing essenee. 

“1 don’t remember you, maid. What is your 
name?” she said slowly. 

“Um, 1 am Geronaehe,” 1 responded, 
thinking QUICKLY, “and these 
are my seven sisters: Thea, Bugsy, 
Benjamandra, Attilina, Charla, 
Trappuba, and Chiistofa.” 




















Even Your Whiskers Mr Trembling! 


lust then, another VldM approaehed and 
pulled me away from I lelen, giving me an 
glare. Then she turned to Helen and said sweetly, 
“Let me take you to your quarters. Your Majesty. 
The sun is high: it eould damage your fur. 1 am 
still your favorite, right?” 

She gave me a NAST^ L-OOK and 
then added, whispering, “That Geronaehe sure is 
strange! Her hair is sueh a mess, her dress is 
wiinkled, and what are those things on her snout?” 

Helen waved her paw. 

“Well, she seems HICC tO 
1116. She must be new — I 
don’t remember her or her 
sisters.” 

Then she turned to me. 

“Geronaehe, ean you tell 

stories? I really like 

stories!” 


What are 



Geronache! 
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Even Your Whiskers Are Trembling! 


Benjamin answered, “Geronimo — I mean, 
Geronaehe is excellent at telling stories!” 

"Geronaehe, 1 name you the Royal 
Storyteller!” Helen squeaked, elapping her 
paws. "Follow me, and bring your sisters, too!” 

I tried to refuse. "Your Majesty, my /TOME/ 
are nothing speeial, nothing like the stories of 
1 lomer . . .” 

"1 lomer? Who is this I lomer?” 

"Well, he’s a veiy famouse poet,” I explained. "I 
know some parts of his poems that are preeisely 

about the TRDJBN VJBR .. 

"War? What war?” I lelen said. "There’s no war 
here!” 

Trap jumped in. “For now — but if I were you, I 
would prepare. It doesn’t LOOK for 

you, you know?” 

The wieked raised her eyebrows. “Oh 

no! Are you a prophetess, like Cassandra? She 




106 



Even Your Whiskers 



Are Trembling! 


also on about wars and calamity . . /’ 

Helen shrugged. “Well, I don’t know anything 
about war, but tonight you will p6pf OPM at 
my banquet — that’s an order! My Paris and I 
adore stories!” 

I blushed. “Your Majesty, I am a 
rodent, and —” 

The wicked maid sniekered. “Come on, 
Geronaehe, you wouldn’t want to upset the 
prineess, right?” 








Pricklier than 
A Porcupine! 


The maid smirked and whispered in my ear, “You 
are going to slink tonight! You will be thrown out 
of the palaee and 1 will never have to see your 
snout again, or my name isn’t Aslyanassa!” 

Slimy Swiss balls, that Astyanassa was 
nastier than gum in your whiskers! 


Gum in your Prickly 







dH 

Pricklier than HP a Porcupine! _ 

More ©0(21(p than a sip of vinegar! 

And than a porcupine! 

Because of her, 1 \vas up to my snout in serious 
trouble! 

“Your Majesty, please let my sister ptim 
to her room. She will need time to prepare for her 
performance,” Thea said. 

Helen agreed. “Of course! I will have my 
guards accompany you to the paiace, just in 
case you get the idea to rilll. I’m warning you, 
do not embarrass me! Eveiyone will be there 
tonight — my beloved Paris; his father, Priam; 
and the U^O^MDARiY W^CTORi*, our ultimate 
hero. You have certainly heard of him, right? He 
is my dear Paris’s older brother.” 

I stuttered, “0-of course, Your Majesty! I 
will do my best!” 

Thea grabbed my dress and dragged me to 

* Hector, the oldest son of Priam and Hecuba, is a Trojan hero. 
He is the strongest defender of the citv, according to Homer’s 




epic poem the Iliad. 



Pricklier than 


dit 

«Hr A Porcupine! 


the MAiDS' (JUAf^TCJ^S in Priam’s palace. 
Two massive guards escorted us, then planted 
themselves in front of our door, “Do not 10S8 V 
that room,” they instmeted. “If Her Majesty 
doesn’t have fun tonight, we will turn you into 

MOUSE KEBABS! 

Double-twisted rattails! HO 

As soon as we were inside the room, Thca 
turned to me. “Geronimo, you really are a 
clTLeeselDS*ain! Didn’t I tell you to 
leave the talking to me? Now we’re stuck here 
and we can’t leave on our rrj^iSSiOn.” 

Trap smirked. “Geronimo is the world champion 
of trouble.” 

Holey cheese, this was a furraigin^ 
situation for sure! 

Then Benjamin and Bugsy took my paws. “Have 
courage. Uncle G. Eveiything will be all right! 
You know so many bOSutiful $"^01^1*9^, And 
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Pricklier than 


(BHr A Porcupine! 


if you want, you can practice on us!” 

Cheesy cream puffs, I actually felt a little 

BQUUQB! 

I sat down near the two young mice and began 
to tell them the epic adventures of Homer’s Iliad. 














ACHILLES 

One of the most 
legendary 
Greek Heroes 
in the Iliad 
is Achilles. 
According 
to legend, his 



mother, Thetis, dipped 
him in the river Styx to make him immortal. 
She held him by the heel, which remained the 
only vulnerable part of his body. 

One day, an ORACLE prophesized that Achilles 
would be killed in a war. His father, Peleus, 
king of the Myrmidons, sent him to hide in 
the king’s court in Skyros — in disguise! 

When the Greeks decided to wage 
WAR against Troy, they were 
told they couldn’t win 
without Achilles. When they ^ 
finally located him, Achilles 
decided to join them and face 
his tragic fate. 





















begin — 
after 

NINE LONG 
YEARS OF WAR, 
during which the 
Greek army camped 

outside the walls of Troy without any results. 

Achilles, who had fought alongside the Greeks, 
decided to stop fighting after being offended by 
KING AGAMEMNON (commander of the Greek 
armies). 

Without Achilles, things didn’t look good for the 
Greeks, but Achilles didn’t plan to rejoin the 
battle. However, when his faithful 
friend PATROCLUS was defeated 
by Hector (son of Priam and 
leader of the Trojan forces), 

Achilles decided to fight again. 

I 













ACHILLES’S 
RACE 

The death of Patroclus 
filled Achilles with ragei With 
new armor, Achilles went in search 
of Hector. In the end, Achilles defeated the 
Trojan prince In battle, but his rage continued. 

Though Achllless fate is not covered In the 
Iliad, it is said that the vengeful god APOLLO 
directed the arrow of Paris (Hector’s brother) 
right into ACHILLES’S HEEL, the hero’s only 
weak point. That shot to the heel is how he 
was ultimately defeated. 


THE TROJAN HORSE 

According to the tales of Homer, the 
Greeks devised a sneaky plan to defeat 
the city of Troy. 










■‘he Greeks pretended to retreat, 
leaving a large WOODEN HORSE outside 
the city walls as a gift to the gods. 

The Trojans, believing they had won, 
brought the horse into the city. What 
they didn’t realize was that there were 
Greek soldiers hiding inside! That night, 
the Greeks climbed out of the horse 
and devastated Troy. That was the end 
of the city! 


U 


^orse 












Bad Impression #1! 


I practiced my storytelling until SUNSCT. After 
a while, 1 calmed down. 1 aeinally thought 
that everything might go all right that evening .. . 

But I was WPONG - paBUMOuseiy wpomg! 

For starters, Charlemagne and Christopher 
Columbus both continued to watcH me 
threateningly. They wanted to get back to their 
own times! 

Attila was furious and threatened to 
demousify me evei^ five minutes. Squeak! 

And Trap? Well, my cousin just made fun of 

me. “Work harder, you CHEESEBRAIN , or you’ll 

end up skewered like a mouse kebab!” 

This was all really starting to toast my eheese! 

1 felt like an overinflated BaLLooll 
that was ready to burst, and Trap was really about 
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Bad Impression 



# 1 ! 


to make me c:j(:pl<>4e. 

Right then, the door to our 
room slammed open. 

BANG! 

In a panie, I jumped 
several feet and hit my 
head against a shelf! 

Vouch! 

A guard entered and 
boomed, “Follow me — Helen is waiting!'’ 

We followed him TMftOVJGM rooms, 
hallways, and eourtyards full of eolumns until we 
reached the banquet hall. 

Priam was sitting in the seat of honor. At his 
side were his wife, I lecuba, and their SOflS and 
daughters. Crusty cheese niblets, there were so 
many of them! 

Among them were the famouse 1 lector and the 
handsome Paris. I immediately recognized him 
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Bad Impression 



# 1 ! 


because he was gazing lovingly at Helen. That 
mouse was snout over paws in love! 

The guards directed us to sit at a long table. 
I loley cheese, what a least! As I stuffed my snout, 
the mice near me ^OSSlpCcl so much my ears 
rang from all the chatter. 

One of them leaned over to me and whispered, 
“Hey, did you hear the latest?” 

“1 luh?” 

She rolled her eyes. “EVERYONE in Troy YH0\l^!’’ 

“Actually, I just got here ...” I said. 










Bad Impression 



# 1 ! 


“Well, cveiyonc is squeaking about how Paris 
kidnapped Helen. And now she’s beeome his 

QOBELDBDQCnD!” 

I pretended to be surprised, even though I knew 
the whole stoiy “Putrid eheese puffs!” I eried. 

“They say that she’s already the 

mouse went on. 

“Really? To who?” 

“To Menelaus, the king of Sparta!” she 
squeaked. “It sounds like he’s fabumousely 

JVALQUS .. 









VC*’ 











Bad Impression #_1J_ 

“Sure as squeaking!” said another rodent. 

i bet he’ll be here soon with his fleet,” one 
said. “Aetually, it’s kind of strange that they 
haven’t arrived yet. . .” 

They went on filling my ears with Ch6tt6r, 
eommenting on Helen’s elothing, her jewels, her 
hair. Then they went on to talk about all the other 
rodents in the room. WHAT CHATTERBOXES! 

Squeeeak, I eouldn’t take it anymore! I even 
eovered my ears with my paws, but it wasn’t 
enough. 








PAWS, BUT IT WASN*T ENOUGH! 




Bad Impression 



# 1 ! 


Finally, I pretended to have a headaehe and 
wrapped a scaK^ around my ears! 

Moldy mozzarella, finally a bit of silenee! 

lust then, I lelen ealled me. Then she ealled me 
again . . . and then again . . . 

But 1 didn't hear her, beeause my ears were 
eovered! Rats! 

Finally, Trap pinehed my tail. “Wake up, she’s 
talking to you!” 

gqueaK, I had already made bad Impression 











impression! 





Bad Impressions 
#2 AND #3! 


I jumped to my paws, unwrapped the searf from 
my head, and quickly headed to the throne. “Um, 
Your Majesty, forgive me! I was scarfed in the 
noggin ... I mean, I was noggincd by the scarf... 
I mean, \wm my head in a scarf!” 

In my panic, I tripped on the scarf and it got 
wrapped around my pCiWS- I fell snoutfirst on 














Bad Impressions 



#2 AND #3! 


the ground, biting my tongue! 

And that’s how I made bad Impression #2! 

I got up, redder than the sauee on a double- 
eheese pizza, and bowed awkwardly before the 

throne. “M^cineec!” 

1 meant to say "Majesty,” but I had bitten my 
tongue and eouldn’t talk! 

And that’s how I made bad Impression #3f 
I must have set a reeord: three bad impressions 
in less than thirty seeonds! 









Bad Impressions 



#2 AND #3! 


Helen raised an eycbrOW, Paris raised an 
eyebrow, and even Priam raised an eyebrOW. 

They all just stared at me, eonfused. 

Then Paris said, "So you are the new 
Well then, tell us a stoiy!’’ 

I stammered, "Gnagny, gneye gnant gnalk!” (I 
meant to say, “Sorry, I can't talk!") 

Priam thundered, "You can’t talk? So then 
sing!” 

The kithara player began to tunc his instrument: 






Bad Impressions 



#2 AND #3! 


PlinG! PlanG! PlOnG! PlUnG! PlanG! 


I broke out in a cold sweat. I low could I sing if 
I couldn’t even talk? 

Rancid ricotta, how stressful! 

The kithara player gave me a note, looking at 


me expectantly. PlinG! 


1 was quiet for a moment. It seemed to go on 
FOREVER as my whiskers trembled, my 
knees knocked, and my swollen tongue stuck to 
the roof of my mouth. 



Then, as usual, Thea came to my 



She stepped foi*ward and bowed 

CRACIOU/LY before the 


throne. Then she looked at Priam, P ^ 

Paris, and Hector, batting her eyes, 

“Noble sirs, please excuse my sister. 

Your magnificence has intimidated her. She 
is a simple mouse, and she isn’t used to such 
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Bad Impressions 



#2 AND #3! 


yplendon Please allow me to speak with her 
to give her some eourage.” 

They agreed. 

Thea eame up and whispered in my ear. 
“Geronimo, D \jl/S]D ©SDlIQ instead of you. 
just move your mouth and ti-y to keep up! If they 
find out what we’re doing, they’ll skewer us like 
mouse kebabs.” 

Then she eovered her laee with a paw and began 
to sing. Breathless, 1 moved my mouth, tiying to 
look inspired as the kithara player strummed 

might. 

'‘Goddess, sing the rage of 
Aehilles . . 

* This is the beginning 
of the epic poem the 
Iliad by I lomer. 








Bad Impressions 



#2 AND #3! 


Bui as soon as 1 said “Achilles/' Hector jumped 
up like he had a SPRING! under his tail. 

“Achilles? Did I hear her say Achilles? I can’t 
stand that braggart! He thinks he’s so special! 
How dare you squeak his name here!” 

I f 1^©^ ^ in fear — and stopped moving my 
mouth! 

Astyanassa noticed right away and squeaked, 
“Geronache can’t sing! She’s a 'f3ke!” 

I looked at Thea and she looked at me. Then we 
both shouted, RUUUUUNt 
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Bad Impressions 



#2 AND #3! 


Wc ran out of the banquet hall as fast as our 
paws would take us. The guards darted after us, 
thundering, “Finally, we ean skewer someone! 
These banquets are usually so boring!” 

For the love of eheese, 1 was pretty sure that 
eouldn’t have gone worse! But then, during our 
ESCAPE, my wig fell off. 

Spies!” the guards hollered, pointing at me. 
Squeak! 

We ran like rats being ehased by starved eats, 
until we finally reaehed the Cheese-O-Sphere. 

I sealed the door, but before beginning the 
departure procedure, 1 peeked out the porthole. 

The sea outside Troy was full of ships! 

Holey eheese, the Greeks had arrived! 

The great Trojan War had begun! 

We were going to escape just in time! 
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Ready, Set, Go! 


My whiskers were still trembling when Benjamin 
shouted, MURRY Uncle G! We need to 
begin the departure procedure!’’ 

Bugsy read the infomiation about Attila’s time 
period from the SUPER MANUAL . . . but 
those pages had been nibbled on, too. Rats! 

We all swallowed a spoonful of the 

turned upside down, said the amperat 
equation, and . . . S3|P! 

There was a flash of light and the time machine 
began to Spllfl. As we were being shaken like 
smoothies all over again, I thought through 
evei-ything Bugsy had read us about the HUHS. 
They seemed fabumousely fierce! 
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The Huns 

The Huns are an ancient NOMADIC 
Asian population that is believed to 
have first appeared in the Roman 
Empire around AD STO. on the 
shores of the Danube. 

WHAT DID THEY LOOK LIKE? 

Historians describe the Huns as frightening. STOCKY 
warriors with clean-shaven, often scarred cheeks, and 
legs that bowed outward because they were so often on 
horseback. 

WHAT DID THEY EAT? 

According to Roman historian Ammianus Marcellinus. 
the Huns typically ate the roots of wild herbs as well as 
SEMI-RAW MEAT that they warmed under their legs as 
they sat on their horses. 

WHERE DID THEY LIVE? 

The Huns were nomads without any ties to the land. They 
spent most of their time on HORSEBACK 
while fighting - it is said that 
they also sometimes slept on 
horseback! When they did stop, 
they lived in TENTS similar to 
yurts or in wooden structures, 
according to some accounts. 






























A WEAVER 


Fashion at the Time of the Huns 

The Huns wore LEATHER CLOTHES made from wild 
animal skins, and the^ carried quivers of ARROWS 
on their backs. On their feet theq often wore 
SHEEPSKIN BOOTS. These boots got little use on the 
ground, though, because the men spent so much time 
on horseback! 




THE LEADER'S 
WIFE 

































THE 

LEADER OF 
THE HUNS 


It is also said that 
the Huns RARELY 
WASHED THEIR 
CLOTHES - theij 
would just wear 
them until theg' 
wore out! 


MEK’S 

WSHION 


A BOY 


A WARRIOR 






























Invincible Warriors 

The Huns were GREAT WARRIORS, skilled horsemen, 
and infallible archers. Even as children, they learned to 
use their bows and ride horses. 

In war. they mostly used BOWS AND ARROWS and 
SPEARS, with sharp points made of animal bones. In 
close combat they used iron swords. 

The Huns didn’t recognize any authority or law. Instead, 
they followed the leader who guided them in combat 
AND THE HUNS KNEW HOW TO BATTLE! Their 
terrible BATTLE CRIES sparked terror among the 
enemy ranks. 

And. of course, they were truly a fury on horseback! 


A HUN WARRIOR 
ON horseback 




















A Bit of History 

The Huns were EXTREMELY 
FEROCIOUS WARRIORS. 

After conquering the Alani 
and the Ostrogoths, theq 
forced the Visigoths to 
flee westward. In the fourth 
century AD. they established 
themselves in the areas 
near the Danube, where they 
carried out multiple raids 
in both parts of the Roman 
Empire. 

ATTILA was the Huns’ most 
ferocious leader, but in AD 431 
he was defeated by imperial troops during an 
invasion of Gaul. He then invaded Italy, but was 
forced to turn back because of famine and sic' 
within his troops. 


After Attila died in AD 4SS. the 
Hun Empire rapidly fell. 




























Tick! Tick! Tick! 
Tick! Tick! Tick! 


When the Cheese-O-Sphere stopped spinning, I 
felt like a mouse milkshake! 

Cheese nibiets, my head uias still spinning' 

As soon as I eould see again, I notieed that I was 
dressed like a 1 lun warrior. I ealled over to Attila. 
“Great Attila, now I will give you the wmX' 
so that you will forget about this 
adventure outside your time. But before 1 do, 
promise me one thing?” 

“What is it, rat?” Attila said. “What do you 
want? You did bring me home, and AttilQ never 
forgets his debts!” 

I got to my knees and begged, “Great and 
powerful Attila, can you promise that you will not 
destroy us, demousify us, or CRtfSH WS?” 
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Tick! Tick! Tick! 


Tick! Tick! Tick! 


I put a scroll note in his paw. i’ll admit, I’d 
made it as big as I could, because I wanted to be 
sure that he wouldn’t forget his promise! 

“Here is a small REhINDER . . I squeaked. 


Attila gave me his I lun’s word of honor that he 
wouldn’t crush us. I finally gave him a spoonful 


of the memoiy-erasing essence before he climbed 

out of the Cheese-D-Sphepe. 



I gave an enoirnouse sigh of relief. Our mission 
to bring Attila home had 
been eompleted luithout 
any troublel 












Tick! Tick! Tick! 


Tick! Tick! Tick! 


I was about to begin the departure proeedure 
again so we eould go on to Charlemagne's time, 
when I heard a strange sound . . . 

TiCKf 

TlCKf nCKf 

TiCKJ nCKf TICK! 

What eould it be? 

Maybe RKiM? 

Maybe hail? 

Then the Cheese-O-Sphere began to roll eveiy 
whieh way, like a ball! 

Cheese and eraekers, what was happening? 

Beeause of all that f OllfAg, the door of the 
Cheese-O-Sphere opened and we tumbled out like 
a ean of spilled eheese balls! I blinked and looked 
around. Moldy mozzarella — we were right in the 
middle of a battle! 

The Roman aimy was lined up on one side, and 
a horde of Huns on horsebaek was arriving on the 
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Tick! Tick! Tick! Tick! Tick! Tick! 


other side, launehing a barrage of aiTows! 

Rats, that’s what all those tick sounds were — 
arrows! 

1 squeaked, “For all the llun Mavarti, what in 
the world went wrong this time?” I Couldn’t taKe 
it anymore! 





















Tick! Tick! Tick! 


Tick! Tick! Tick! 


Tops ate half of the pages about the Huns! I 
eould only read about how they were terrible, 
tremendous, ’5©!P!P5%8ffi® i®g)!P!PB®!P®, 


who were super-skilled at horsebaek riding and 
piereing their enemies with arrows!” 

We all yelled at onee, “g’queeeeeeaK! We’re In 


trouble!” 


Meanwhile, the Hun warriors on horsebaek 
were eoming eloser and eloser. What a feline 
fright! We tried to get baek inside the Cheese-O- 
Sphere, but the horses kept bumping it, making it 
roll around like a billiard boll 
1 yelled, “Hey, wait for us!” 






Tick! Tick! Tick! 


Tick! Tick! Tick! 


Trap shouted after the Cheese-O-Sphere, “Hey, 
you ugly, rotten Roquefort, if I eateh you. I’ll teaeh 
you a lesson!” 

lust then, a Hun who was as big as a bus 
passed really elose to us. Rats, he thought that I 
had said that to Mm! 

lie planted himself in front of me and 
T».HMHDERED , “How dare you eall me an 
ugly, rotten Roquefort ? i am Giganteron, 
the great Attila’s general! Warriors, giab this 
rodent — no, grab them all! I ean make a niee 
ILifilifil® for my boots out of their fur!” 
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Whiter than a Ball 
OF Mozzarella 


The Huns were on us in a Hash. They were 
eoming from every direction, and they were vei^ 

ferocious! 

Thca looked at me and exclaimed, “Gcronimo, 
you're whiter than a bflil pf IllOUSrPlItt! 

Are you going to faint?" 

I wobbled on my paws. "Maybe Tm going 
to faint . . . yes, Tm about to faint . . . 

The last thing I saw was my friends being 
captured and tied up like smoked cheese. Then 
evei^thing went dark. 

When I opened my again, I was also 

tied up, facing backward on a saddle. 

I had a headache, and my snout was sore. I 
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Whiter than a Ball 


OF Mozzarella 


must have hit my head when I fainted. In front 

of me was that Hun warrior, Giganteron, 
who threatened, "Now I will take you to him. He 
will take eare of you! He will destroy you, he will 
demousify you, he will CRO/H you! He will 
teaeh you not to provoke a Hun. Did you know 
that he is so terrifying that where he walks, the 
grass no longer grows?” 

I suddenly understood — "he” was Attliaf 

I almost felt a bit relieved! 

Maybe Attila still had that reminder I had given 
him? 

Maybe he would remember his promise not 
to demousify us, erush us, or destroy us? 

The Huns unloaded us in front of a wooden 
building on a platfonn supported by pillars. All 
around was a large, feneed-in area, where not a 
single blade of grass was growing. 

“You see?” Giganteron thundered. “I told you 
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Whiter than a Ball 


OF Mozzarella 


that where he walks, no longer grows!” 

Squeak — that was Attila’s house! I reeognized 
it from the Super Manual. I was about to find out 
if he remembered his promise. 

What fright, what anxiety, what stress' 

Giganteron and his eompanions pushed us 
inside Attila’s house, PoKiilQ our tails with 
their shaip swords. 

“Oueh!” Bugsy and Benjamin eried out in 
unison. 

“Cheddarbreath!” yelled Trap. 

“Don’t you know who I am?/” hollered 
Charlemagne. 

“Paws down, FOOL!” squeaked Thea. 

Me? I was squeakless. My tongue had stuek to 
the top of my mouth in FEAR' 

Suddenly, there he was: Attila. lie was seated 
on his throne, staring at us menaeingly. 

My whiskers wobbled uneontrollably at the 
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The 


Huns 


Houses 


The Huns’ houses were made of WOOD planks that 
were DECORATED according to the owners’ tastes and 
positioned in a particular symmetrical order. 

ATTILA’S PALACE was also made of wood. It was quite 
large and took up a lot of space. The external enclosure 
was made of a wooden plank FENCE that contained 
other wood houses. The only stone 
structures were the bathrooms. 


Separate houses were assigned 
to each of Attila’s wives. The 
house of the preferred queen 
was made of thick wood with 
round columns etched with 
beautiful decorations. 















































Whiter than a Ball 


OF Mozzarella 


sight of him! He seemed even searier than when 
he first stepped off the Cheese-O-Sphere. 

He didn’t reeognize us beeause of thewm- 
mmmm. , but some traee of our faees must 
have stayed in his brain. "Rats, tell me, where 
have I seen your silly snouts before? Maybe on 
the battlefield? Have I mm you already? 
No, that’s impossible — you’re still alive! Maybe 
you have been here as ambassadors? Or are you 
SPIES? Come now, rats, squeak!” 

I wanted to tell Attila about the reminder that he 
had stuek in his belt, but I didn’t have a ehanee. 

Giganteron punehed his ehest with a paw and 
bowed his snout in respeet. Then he thundered, 
"Oh, great Attila, I CQptUfC'd them on the 
battlefield. I think they’re spies!” 

Attila stepped foi*ward and felt my (bony) aiTn, 
then touched my (soft) stomach and muttered, 
"They don’t seem like WOrf lOrS, and they 
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Whiter than a Ball 


OF Mozzarella 



definitely don’t seem like Huns. They are too 
puny! You’re right, Giganteron — they must be 

enemy 

Giganteron exelaimed, “Fabumousel Can I 
destroy them, demousify them, CRUSH them 
with my own paws? They ealled me an ‘ugly, 
rotten Roquefort.’ I ean’t let that slide!” 







Whiter than a Ball 


OF Mozzarella 



I tried to apologize. “I, um, I didn’t mean — 1 
mean — you’re not an ugly, rotten Roquefort . . . 
I mean, eongratulations on those muscles! 
You’re as tough as an aged eheese rind!” 
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I’ll Give You 
A Cheese Rind! 


Gigantcron looked furious “Rat, ril give 
you a eheese rind! You’re no Huns, you’re all 
spies!” 

Trap jumped foi*ward. “We’re not spies, we’re 
1 luns!” I le gestured to me. “This one is a bit weak 
in the musele department, but I, on the other paw, 
am all musele.” 

Charlemagne looked indignant. “M©, B. Spy? 
Tm the empe —” 

Thea jumped up and clapped a paw over his 
mouth. “He is the LEADER of a faraway 
1 lun tribe and has come here to pay homage to 
the great Attila.” 

Then she turned to Giganteron and batted her 
BIC purple 
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I’ll Give You 


Cheese Rind! 


“You great musclcmousc, please don’t be 
offended. In our tribe, the phrases TOtten 
Ilo([UefoPt’ and ‘aged eheese rind’ are eompliments! 
They mean ‘YoU Vg SO strong’ and ‘You’re 
so eourageous and faseinating’! You really do 
seem strong and eourageous, I must say. Plus, you 
have fabumouse whiskers!” 

I notieed that Giganteron had turned 
“Oh! They’re eompliments? Well then, I guess I 
won’t destroy you . . . this time.” 

But Attila didn’t seem eonvineed. I le narrowed 





I’ll Give You 


^,A Cheese Rind! 


his eyes and asked, “So, who are you? What do 
you want? Where have you come from?** 

Thca responded before I could even squeak. 
“We are from the Mousoski Cheesoski Hun tribe, 
and we come from distant Mouseland. Word of 

the great Attila and his FIERCE WARRIORS 

has reached us there.** 

How smart! How brave! Thca always knows 
exactly how to get me out of trouble. 

Attila snickered. “You*re Huns? Veiy well 
then — PP0V6 itl** I le turned to the other I luns. 
“Give them some horses and bows and arrows!** 

I remembered what Bugsy had read about the 
Huns being skilled horse riders who learned to 
ride and shoot arrows as young ITliC©. 

Next, I remembered that I don’t Know how 
to ride a horse! I am the world champion of 
extraordinary falls, and I hold the record in horse- 
related mistakes and falling in fresh manure! 
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I’ll Give You Cheese Rind! 


Rancid licotta, I was in even more trouble than 
rd thought! 

Luckily, Thca offered to show her skills 
first. She is a champion horseback rider. She 

recently won the Mouss EquBStrian Grand Prizei 

Unsurpnsingly, she’s also VC 17 good with a bow. 

Sure as squeaking, she was 
The warriors applauded, and the women of the 
village looked at her admiringly. 

“1 loley cheese, where did you learn to ride so 






I’ll Give You a Cheese Rind! 


Bugsy and Benjamin were fabumouse, too. 
They had both been horsebaek riding all their 
lives, and Thea had taught them to use a bow and 
arrow! 

CHARLEMAGNE was the best of all. He galloped 

proudly aeross the field, made his horse rear up 
on its hind legs, and shot three arrows direetly 
into the bulBs-eye! 

Even Chrlst@pii©r CoSumfows did a 
good job! He didn’t hit the CCHTER of the bull’s- 
eye, but he did well for an older gentlemouse. 

When it was his turn. Trap stood up on the 
horse and did some ineredible aerobaties. Oh, for 
the love of eheese! 

With every twfpf he shouted, “Hop! Hop! 
1 lop!” 1 le even rode upside down, bdldnclng on just 
one paw. 1 had to admit, it was truly fabumouse! 
Evei-yone applauded wildly. “MOUSErASTIC!” 

Trap has had a thousand different jobs in 








his life: cook, magician, joke store owner, 
USELESS invention salesmousc — he 
even worked as a juggler in the circus! 

1 , on the other paw, have only ever had one job: 
writer and editor of The Rodent’s Gazette. 

The sports 1 am best at are 0 lifting a pen, 
and 0 writing the fastest! Well, Tm also pretty 
good at 0 munching on chocolates filled with 
cream and Gorgonzola! Oh, I forgot! When 1 was 
a little mouselet in elementary school, 1 WON u 
marbles tournament. . . 
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SPORTS I’M BEST AT: 



MmNCHINi^ on 

CMCOLATB& 


Other than that, 1 am the least 
SPOFW mouse around! 

When it was Finally my turn 
to demonstrate my skills, 1 tried 
to sneak away, but Giganteron 
me and planted me 
on the horse’s saddle. 

1 tried to ^XpIcllH that Pm an 
intelleetual mouse, but he shoved 
a bow and three arrows in my paw 
as the horse galloped off — with 
me on its back! 

'', tiy to stay in 
the saddle!” Thea yelled. 

Benjamin tried to encourage me. 
'‘Come on. Uncle G! You can do 
it!” 

1 tried my vei^ best, but when 
1 attempted to shoot the arrows. 


ihn 





I’ll Give You 



A Cheese Rind! 


one missed the target and hit Giganteron’s tail. 
The other two somehow landed in my 'tSlll! 
Youeh! 

To distraet the publie, I tried a Taney, Trap-like 
maneuver but ended up hanging by the horse’s 

tail. He didn’t like that, so he /TOPPED 

short and aeeidentally launched me into the air. I 
flew spectacularly and landed right in the center 
of the bull’s-eye — headfirst! 



Holey cheese balls, what a blow! 







ONE MISSED THE TARGET 


WAS LEFT HANGING BY THE 


ON HORSeenCK 


When I tried to 


SHOOT THE ARROW, 


AND LANDED RIGHT IN 


GIGANTERON S TAIL. 


I The other two 

J ARROWS LANDED 
I IN MY tail! Who 
I.; KNOWS how! 


I TRIED ONE OF TrAP’S 
FANCY MANEUVERS, BUT 


horse's tail! 

















They Are Huns . . . 
You Are a Nuisance! 

The of my Hun helmet had gotten stuek so 

deeply in the target that it took tWO enoirnouse 
Huns to pull me out! 

The whole tribe burst out laughing. What a 
cheesebrain I am sometimes! 

Just then, Attila mum at me seriously 






They Are Huns . . . 



You Are a Nuisance! 


and then declared, “Rat, they know what they 
are doing with horses and a bow! So they are 
Huns! You, on the other paw, are a nuisance, 
so you must be a spy. I will you!” 

Giganteron rubbed his paws together. “Ooh, 
can I keep his fur? I can line my boots and my 
hat!” 

I threw myself at Attila’s paws, 

“Have pity! Tm too fond of my fur! 

“I am a nuisance, but Tm not a spy!” I went on. 
“Rodent’s honor! I am an intellectual, a writer! 1 
am not a WAftMOR — that’s why I can’t ride 
horses!” 








They Are Huns . . . 


You Are a Nuisance! 


Attila waved a paw. "It doesn’t matter. I’ve 
already deeided that I will destroy you, and so 
I Will dSiStroy youi Attila always keeps his 
word!” 

Suddenly, I got an idea. "Before I’m destroyed, 
ean I ask for one final WiSH? 

The erowd of Huns began to ehant, “WiSH/ 

WiSHJ WiSH/’ 

Attila stared at me. "All right . . . but it 
doesn’t eount if your wish is not to be destroyed, 
demousified, or CL^OSL-Llib!” 

"What about the one where I get to live until 
I’m one hundred seventy-three, does that count?” 
I asked. 

Attila narrowed his eyes. He wasn’t amused. 
"That one doesn’t count, either.” 

With my whiskers trembling and my teeth 
chattering, I said, "Okay, then can I ask you to 
rood the piece of paper tucked in your belt 









They Are Huns . . 



You Are a Nuisance! 


out loud, in front of cvciyonc? Then, if you want, 
you can destroy me!” 

Attila thundered, "Attila always keeps his word! 
I’ll read it, and then ril destroy you!” 

Attila took the little reminder that 1 had given 
him from his belt and read it out loud. 

As soon as Attila HmxlllXi reading, 
©j0CI}rit©r©ll rubbed his paws together, 
“Okay, now let me destroy him!” 

But Attila looked at him with menacing EVES. 
“Didn’t you hear what 1 said just a moment ago? 


Attila paused, looking at the paper again. “On 
this scroll, it is written that I promised NOT to 
destroy him. Even if I don’t remember, a promise 
is a promise! No one will destroy this mouse or 
his friends, or they will have to face me! AfG 

we clear?" 
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They Are Huns . . . 


You Are a Nuisance! 


At that point I S+Cimn>€r€d, “N-n-no one will 
destroy me, you said? Cmsty eheese rinds, what 
a relief!” 











You Are a Nuisance! 


They Are Huns . 



I woke up many hours later, when I heard a 
voiee ealling me. 

I opened my eyes and saw Glcsunteron’s 

menaeing snout! Squeak! 

I nearly jumped out of my fur and yelled, “Rats, 
don’t destroy me! Don’t turn me into lining for 
your boots! I’m too fond of my fur!” 


Giganteron burst out laughing. “Rat, you really 
are such a searedy-mouse! I’m not here to destroy 
you. I’m here to wake you up. /VHil(X iS VjOaHing!” 
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A Most Mysterious 
Mystery! 


When I entered Attila’s house, all my f ri^UdS 
were there, waiting for me. They were seated on 
soft embroidered pillows. 

I loley cheese, 1 was so relieved to see them! 

Attila greeted me GOFdiElly. Well, almost. 

I le gave me a slap on the shoulder that would 
have HnocKed over an ox. *'Rats, I don’t 
remember why I promised not to destroy you, but 
I promised, and I will keep my word. But —” 

“But?” 1 asked. 

“But,” he repeated. 

“But what?!” WE ALL YELLED. 

“But you must help me solve a iTIOSt 
mystoriOUS mysteiy!” 

Trap gi'inned. “No wonies, ol’ Attila! This 
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A Most Mysterious 


Mystery! 



CIne©SGl3S*©iiin over here is great at 
solving mysteries!” 

Mow did I get into these messes? 

What if I eouldn’t solve the mysteiy this time? 
What would happen? /QOEEAK/ 
“Attila,” I asked quietly, "if 1 manage 
to solve your mystei 7 , will you let 

us LEAVE?” 

He seratched his snout and 
twisted his whiskers thoughtfully. 






A Most Mysterious 


Mystery! 


Then he nodded fiimly. “It’s a deal! You have 
my word. If you solve the mystei^ I will let you 
leave. But if you’re not able to solve it, 1 will 

destroy youi 

Rat-munehing rattlesnakes! 

“What kind of mystei-y is it?” I asked, tiying to 
sound brave. 

Attila lowered his voiee. “Shhhh! No one ean 
know what happened. Something I eare about 
deeply has disappeared!” 

Bugsy squeaked up, “What is it? Jewels? 
Gold? A preeious erown?” 

“No, no, none of that!” Attila said. “It’s a veiy 
preeious objeet: a 

Trap shrugged. “But, Attila, ol’ buddy, ol’ pal, 
why don’t you just have another one made? There 
must be a blOCkSMth who ean do that!” 

“Impossible!” Attila eried. “That sword is 
Unique! It’s vei-y old and extremely preeious! 
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A Most Mysterious 


Mystery! 


H my men knew that I don’t have it anymore, they 
would stop following me. Now I will tell you its 
stoiy*” 

While Attila told the stoiy, 1 thought, and 
thought, and thought. Cheese niblets, who eould 
it have been? Who would want to steal a sword? 
Maybe a politieal ©[/ftODTfi^^? 

1 asked, “Attila, do you have CHCrOiCS?” 

He burst out laughing. “What a funny mouse! 
I have many enemies: the Romans, the leaders of 
other tribes, enemies of all shapes and sizes, even 
though I’ve destroyed so many of them!” 

‘*WlV7l/lVV/” I mused. “Where did you keep 
the sword?” 

“In this ehest,” Attila answered, gesturing with 
his paw. 

I notieed that the loek had not been foreed 
open. 

“Who was allowed to toueh the ehest?” I asked. 
The Byzantine historian. Priscus of Panium. tells the story 




of the legend of Attila’s sword. 



THE LEGEND OF 
ATTILA’S SWORD 


One day, a poor shepherd noticed that one of his cows 
was injured. He anxiously followed the traces of blood 
the animal had left, and they led him to a sword that 
was almost completely buried in the earth. 


The shepherd, who was afraid of keeping or selling 
such a magnificent object, brought the sword to 
Attila. Attila immediately recognized it as a sacred 
object belonging to the Roman god of war. Mars. The 
sword had disappeared many years before, and it was 
believed to be lost forever! 


Attila had no doubt of the importance of that 
discovery. As a result, he convinced himself that he 
was now the leader of the entire world, and that the 
sword would guarantee his victory in all battles. 













A Most Mysterious 


Mystery! 


NO ONE! Attila 
cried. "I mean, aside 
from me, my wives, 
my children, and my 
faithful Giganteron, 
no one is allowed 
in here or — 

“Or you’d ( 

them!” Bugsy and Benjamin 
interrupted. “We know, you destroy eveiything 
and eveiyone, clnees©!” 

Attila looked at them with wide 
Moldy mozzarella, I thought he was furious — 
but instead, he burst out laughing. 

“You cute little mice! You are fearless, like my 

youngest son. lie always says what he 

thinks, too! He is the only one who doesn’t fear 
me. You three could be friends!” 

I wanted to get back on topic. “So you said 
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A Most Mysterious 


Mystery! 


wives?” I asked. "How Of ort kVvOrt'?” 

Attila seemed to be thinking for a moment. 
Then he threw his paws in the air. "Well, there are 
quite a few. Anyway, Tm about to man^ another 
one. She’s known as fldico.” He puffed out 
his ehest with pride. “Did you know that I even 
reeeived a proposal from Ilonoria, the sister of 
Roman emperor Valentinian the third? I suppose 
I have a eertain mousely appeal!” 







A Most Mysterious 


Mystery! 


Then he elapped his paws and ordered, “Call 
my wives! I must introduee them to this rat.” 

The rodents entered, all of them dressed in 
super-elegant elothing and holding their snouts in 
the air. 

Attila said, “So this is fldico — I’m going to 
many her next!” 



PROFITABLE MARRIAGES 
During Attila’s time, it was often customary to use 
marriages to strengthen alliances and guarantee 
peace. This is one reason why Attila had so many 
wives! Only the name of his last wife is known: 
lldico. On the first night of his marriage to lldico, 
Attila died in his sleep, apparently from a strong 
hemorrhage of the nose after a big feast. 
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Go, Conquer, 
AND Come Back 
A Winner! 


Attila’s wives began to complaitM. "Attila, 
my dear, when are you leaving for another 
conquest?'’ 

One of them squeaked, “Husband of mine — I 
mean, husband of ours — the will 

protect you. You C6n’t \OS6i So go, conquer, 
and come back! But most of all, come back a 
winner like you always do.” 

Attila turned to his wives, smiling. “Please 
excuse us! Your dear Attila needs to talk about 
important matters with this rat.” 

As soon as they had left, Attila whispered, “Did 
you hear that, rat? Even they believe that that 

sword makes me INVINCIBLE ! I need to find it!” 
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Go, Conquer, and 


Come Back a Winner! 



I nodded. “I promise, I will do my best to help 
find it.” 

When I said good-bye to Attila, he 
plaeed a MEDAL around my neek. 

“Rat, use this. When rodents see it, eveiy 
house and every tent will be open to you! 

Then we all HQD'i?. As soon as we were alone, I 
said, “We need to split up. I’ll eany out the offieial 
investigation. The rest of you should MINGta 
with the loeal miee. Don’t get notieed, and keep 
your eyes and ears open. We’ll meet baek in our 

I began to walk through the field, where 
eveiyone was busy with their wagons and tents, 
preparing for the night. Some were cooking, 
some were caring for horses, some were fixing 
f6nC6§. For a moment, I forgot that I was in the 
encampment of the most FEARED warriors of 
all time! 
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Without realizing it, I had 
wandered away tVom the eneampment. 
I found myself on a little hill where 1 eould 
observe the landseape. And 1 began tO 

thinK . . . and thinK . . . and 
thinK . . . and thinK . . . and 
thinK .. . and thinK . .. and thinK . .. 
and thinK . . . and thinK . . . and thinK 
. . . and thinK . . . and thinK . . . and 
thinK . . . until I got an idea! 

I headed to Attila’s house. It was the 
' only grassless plaee around. There, the 
soft, mushy ground would give me 
exaetly what I was looking for — 
TRACES of the sword thief! 








Go, Conquer, and 


Come Back a Winner! 


But when I reached Attila’s house, I was 
distracted by a rodent, whining desperately with 
te ahS pouring down his snout. 

“Oh, poor meeeee! What a disaster! What 
a thankless job! lEssoiugiis; I can't take it 
anymore — Tm going to quit!" 

“Can 1 help you?" 1 asked. 

Between one SOB and the next, the mouse 
dried his tears on my sleeve and blew his nose 
on my coat. Holey cheese, how gioss! Then he 







Go, Conquer, and 


Come Back a Winner! 


explained, “Alas, no one can help me. I am Attila's 
!” 

“But why are you so upset? That sounds like a 
nice job,” 1 said. 

He sobbed, his nose on my fur. “You 

know what they say about Attila? Where he walks, 
grass no longer grows? yje\\, It’S true! Eveiy time 
he walks through, I need to replant all the grass! 1 
can’t do it anymore! \t's a terrible job!” 

1 patted him on the shoulder. “Friend, I have an 
idea. Go home and rest. This time, 1 will plant the 
Sound good?” 












Go, Conquer, and 


Come Back a Winner! 


When the grateful gardener left, I sprinkled 
some grass seed on the ground and went in seareh 
of traees of the sword thief. I didn’t want anyone 
to get suspieious, so I tried to look like a gardener. 

There were many pawprints in front of the 
house, ineluding ours. My fellow travelers and I 
had also passed that way to talk to Attila not so 
long ago. 

In back of the house, there were just two lines 
of These were different than all the 

others — they were veiy small. HOW STRANGE! 

I took a closer look. The pawprints leading 







Go, Conquer, and 


Come Back a Winner! 


toward the house were not veiy deep. But the 
prints that were going away from the house sunk 
deeper into the eaptu 

HOW STRANGE! 

Maybe whoever left the house was carrying 
something heavy? Maybe it was ... the 

Bwom? 

But how did the thief manage to enter and exit? 
There were no doors or windows on the back! 


































Go, Conquer, and 


Come Back a Winner! 


I began to tap at the walls, looking for a seeret 
passage. Tsp tSp! Tflp tflp! But I didn’t find 
anything. Rats! 

Then I slipped under the house, whieh sat on 
top of an elevated platfonn. I continued to tap: 



Eventually, one of the boards went TOCK! 
1 pushed it and it moved, letting a bit of light 

through. I had found a passageway! 












































Hmmm . 


Now I just had to find the glilltiy rodent! 
I followed the traeks for a while, but then I lost 
them when they mixed in with all the other 
villagers' prints. I loley eheese balls, what a 
disaster! Was all my traeking for nothing? 

In low spirits, I went baek to our tent, where 
my friGndS were waiting. 










Hmmm . . . 





When Bugsy saw me she squeaked, "So, Unele 
G, did you \\f\^ anything?” 

"Not mueh, unfortunately,” I said. "Here’s what 

I DI/COVERED: 

. 'i) The sword thief did not enter 

-through the front door of 
Attila’sWe! (So that means he 

yras sneaking around) 

2) The thief used a passagewau 
under the floor that leads nght to 
the spot where the sword was 
kept! (So he knew the house, the 
locVon of the sword, and the right 
time to act without being 
discovered) 

S) The passageway is 

(So the thiefis really skinny!) 

4) He left tiny prints^ 
were not very deep (So the thie 
is light and has small paws.) 








Hmmm . 



Thca sighed. “I didn’t find out much by talking 
to Attila’s wives, either. But here’s what I did 

DI/COVM: 

.W, Stl.!.». b.c.«se 
of his new girtfriend. lldico. 

■n Mco «,ver went to »» 

££a «n »»«■ ta alone «tth 

mrlfriend! 

i . 0.6 ot Mt» «>vee oomaUM the robber,! 



Charlemagne and Christopher Columbus had 
also asked some questions around town. Columbus 
tried to update me on his discoveries, but 
Charlemagne interrupted. “Quiet, Christopher. 
I will speak, since I am the emperor! We mixed 
in with Attila’s warriors and guards. And here’s 

what we DI/COVERED . 


IQO 







Hmmm . . . 



4l> 

*•# 

l) There are always two 

Rttila’s door. Since they re fond ot their 
' fur^et one closed an'eue during their 
ghift - not even for a second. 

...;tv, nail The Guards were looking tor him 


with us!) The guards were locking for him 

everywhere. 

MUhfSdrEro&?» ^ 

!Er5bsi=‘"» 

That means that the sword is still here somewhere. 


Swiss chccsc on ryo, this was all veiy, vei^ 

interesting! But I still didn’t understand one big, 
important thing: Who had stolen the sword? 

WHO? Who? WHOOOO? 

Trap TPvbb6c[ his belly, satisfied. He let out 
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Mmmm . .. 


••• 


Dates 




a big burp. BURP.' I, 

umm, inquired among the 
COOKS and checked 
their provisions. I didn’t 
find anything unusual, but 
I discovered that these 
Huns aren’t half-bad 

when it comes to food! 
They have lots of treats 
from the Easts candied 
sweets, dried fruit, and 
even honey. yum!” 

I rolled my eyes. 
‘Trap, you never change. 
All you can think about 
is stuffing your 
snout! We need to find 
the sword and get our 
tails in gear!” 


Honey 








Hmmm . . . 



“Don’t woriy. Uncle G,” Benjamin squeaked 
up, “Bugsy and I ASKED some of the young mice 
around the encampment . . . and we figured out 
who stole the 

Thundering cattails, I couldn’t believe my ears! 
Benjamin whispered in my ear, “The thief is ... 

psssst... pssst... pssst pssst... pssst... 
pssst... pssst... pssst... pssst... psst... 

pssst... pssst! But can you promise that he won’t 
get punished?” 











Who Stole 
My Sword? 


At that moment, Giganteron arrived. He entered 
our tent, THyifilIPKRifil®, “Rats, time is 
up! If you have found what you needed, good. 
Othei-wise, it’s time to face your fate!” 

Then he led us to Attila, who looked on edge. 
“So? Who stole my sword?” 


Thea held up a paw. “Don’t woriy, Attila, we 
found out who did it! Actually, these two young 








Who Stole 



My Sword? 


mice figured it out! As soon as you stop yelling, 
they will tell you/’ 

Attila’s snout stretched into a smile. "Well 
done! If you’re right, I will give you anything you 
ask for. Attila's word!” 

Bugsy said, with a trembling voice, “The sword 
was stolen by . . .” 




BY.. 


"By who?” Attila cried. "Have 


eourage, spit it out!” 


Benjamin said, "If we tell 
you, ean you promise that I ^ 
you won’t punish him? We 
eonvineed him to COnFOSS, but 


we also promised that he won’t be punished. I le’s 
our friend!” 

Attila turned as red as the sauee on a double¬ 
cheese pizza. For a moment, we all thought that 


IQS 







Who Stole 


My Sword? 


he would and destroy us. 

Instead, he burst out laughing. “Ha, ha, ha! 

“What elever mouselets! Now I have to Keep 
jy word, ir we reeover the sword, whoever stole 
it will not be punished. Now tell me who it is at 
onee!” 

Bugsy SC|y6uK6d, “Okay, friend, you ean 
eome out!” 
















Who Stole 



My Sword? 


At that moment, silence fell over the room. 

We all heard a creaking. Crrreak! 

We looked around. WhO COUld It be? Then 
the carpet lifted and a lloorboard moved! 

A little paw poked out of the tloor . . . 

Then another . . . 

Then two honey-colored ears . . . 

Then a little mouse with eyes as dark as 
blackberries, two skinny paws, and a head of 
hair popped out. 

It was Attila’s youngest son! 1 le looked 
at his father proudly and said, 

“Father, 1 took the sword because 
1 am tired of all these Wdl^S. 

Fve had enough destruction! I’m 
also tired of having a yard where 

not even one blade of grass 

can grow. It’s worse than being 
suiTounded by caged eats!” 





Attiia’s son! 



Who Stole 



My Sword? 


Attila looked thoughtful. "I will not punish 
you, because I gave my word to your f rlSHClS. 
And I have to admit, you were courageous and 
quick, taking my without being 

discovered! But the time has come to give it back 
to me.” 

The little mouse put his little paws into the 
Irtole in the ground and pulled out Attila’s 
sword. 

Benjamin and Bugsy fOR to hug their 
friend. 






Who Stole 



My Sword? 


“You were fabumousely brave,” Benjamin 
squeaked. “And thanks to you, we ean finally 
leave!” 

Attila’s son smiled. “Well, I was soiTy that I 
took the sword. Stealing is never the right way to 
solve a problem.” 

Trap stepped forward. “Okay, enough of all 

this sweetness, all this ehatter, all this time- 

wasting! We haven’t talked about 
the most important thing 
— when do we eat? I’lTt 

as famished as a 
feline!” 

Attila burst out laughing. 

“You heard the mouse: enough 
chatter, let’s party!” 

He clapped his paws, and 
in a Hash an enonnouse Ilun 
was organized. 
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;. •* •: • Stomach ACHE! •. ’ 


The banquet was fnarVGrnOUSG. Eveiyone but 
. Attila ate off precious, beautifully DCCORATH) 
plates of gold and silver. He chose to use simple 
wood and terra-cotta plates. 

The plates were precious, but the food that 
■ was served was, well . . . not meant 
, for rodents like us. 

To be honest, it was terrible — 
• especially the raw meat WARMED AND 







PRESERVED on horseback. Yuck!. 

We didn't want to offend At)-iia, SO we tried 
to eat eveiything. But I could tell it was all a bit 
aged. Well, more than aged. fOOd hdd 
all gone bad! Holey cheese! Before long, we 
started to feel sick! 

Rancid ricotta, what a stONiachache! 

We all scampered out of Attila’s house in search 
of a bathroom! 

Or a bedpan! 

Or a bush! ' - * 

Squeeeakl.What a stom^clx^cHb! 






What a 


Stomachache! 



It was a looooong night. 

The next morning, eveiyone was as pale as 
mozzarella, with knees as SOFT and wobbly as 
rotten Brie! 

Benjamin and Bugsy really looked bad. They 
had oooo ooooooo under their 
eyes, their ears cir OOpG/Cj, and their whiskers 
were limp. 

Thea and I lOOked at each other. We both 
knew what we had to do. 








What a 


Stomachache! 


Thca clapped her paws. “We’re going take you 
back home, to tllG pPGSGnt. You both need 
to rest up and get well!” 

They squeaked in protest, but Trap knew how 
to convince them. “Do you want me to call the 
shaman? He lives right here! I am sure he 
will get you feeling better in no time, maybe with 

a nice, awful-tasting herbal tea.” 

Bugsy and Benjamin turned even paler. “No, 
no, not the shaman!” Bugsy cried. “We’d much 
rather GO BACK home to Aunt Sweetfur!” 

Trap flickBd. my ear and grinned. “See how 
convincing I was?” 

I ignored him. The important 
thing was to get Benjamin 
and Bugsy immediately to 
present-day New Mouse City. 

I was worried about them! 







What a 


Stomachache! 


In this time period, miee hadn't developed a 
lot of eures or treatments. A simple illness like 

a stomacHacHe could be really 

dangerous! 

1 patted Benjamin's ears. “Good. Aunt Sweetfur 
will keep you warm and make 
you CftAMdMitC TEA. 

She will tell you fabumouse 
stories to pass the time. 

Nobody cuddles the way 
she does! I know you'll be feeling 
better really soon. Rodcilt’S hOHOr!" 

Now the time had come for us to say good-bye 
to Attila. 

“Thank you for your hospitality," I said. 

He sciutinized us one by one, looking at our 
“You really are weak! You can't even 
handle a little Ilun banquet? We Huns have 

firoifi stoufisaGlfiS! But it seems like 











What a 



Stomachache! 


you Huns from Mouse Island arc really rather 
fragile rodents ...” 

Attila’s youngest son said good-bye sadly, 
muttering, “1 wish 1 could go with you!” 

1 smiled. “Who knows, maybe one day we will 
see each other again. Mouse Island isn’t as FAR 
AWAY as it seems!” 






Invisible . . . 
Too Invisible! 


Finally, we HEADED back to the Cheese-O- 
Sphcrc. It was still right where we had left it, 
perfectly invisible in the middle of the StGppG. 
It was almost too invisible . . . 

I didn’t see it — and banged my snout right into 
its side! BRMQ! 





Invisible . . . 


Too Invisible! 


Wc CliniDCCl aboard and repeated the 
depar-hjre procedure. This time, we didn’t 
even have to read aloud from the Super Manual. 
Instead, eaeh of us eoneentrated on Professor von 
Volt’s laboratoiy Then we all took a spoonful 
of the mim. turned upside down, and 
reeited the amperat equation. In a Hash, we 
in the Ineredible Airship 

with a bang. 

When we opened the Cheese-O-Sphere door, 
the professor greeted us with open aims. “You’re 
baek already? You were so mnxKi I 
think you’ve beaten the reeord for 
speedy time travel! Truly 

mouse+as+ic!” 

As Charlemagne and 
Christopher Columbus 
stepped out of the biniE 
niachlrB, I said, “I’m Sony to 
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Invisible . . . 


Too Invisible! 


disappoint you, Professor. As you can see, the 
rr\\SS\Oir\ isn’t done yet. We only returned 
three out of the five time travelers. These two still 
have to go back.” 

That’s when the professor noticed how 

TERRIBLE we all looked. 

“Moldy mozzarella, how could I not have 
noticed before? You all look WOPS6 than 
rats trapped in a cat cage! Come, rest. I have a 
specially equipped area for travelers’ speedy 

pecoYepy!” 

I put up a paw. “Thank you. Professor, but we’re 
going to eoniinue our mission at once. We 
only came to bring Benjamin and Bugsy home. 
Can you take them back to Aunt Sweetfur?” 

We gave both mouselets enoimouse hugs. “Stay 
strong — you’ll leel better soon! You have to be 
in good shape to eelelbrate when we 
finish this journey through time.” 







Invisible . . . 


Too Invisible! 


Before we left, Professor von Volt pulled me 
aside. “Geronimo, how is the Cheese-O-Sphene 
working? I didn’t have time to test it thoroughly, 
and —” 

“The Cheese-O-Sphere has some small defects,” 
I said, ti-ying not to alaim him. “The departure 
procedure is a little too (>Ofnp£CC/d£d/V' 

“Yes. 1 knew you would have some issues,” 
Professor von Volt said. “While you’ve been gone, 
I have been working hard to get some of those 
worked out. I think you’ll be veiy piGGSCd 
with the changes.” 

“That sounds great!” i 
squeaked. “And do you happen 
to have another copy of the 

SUPER MANUAL? Tops 

munched on it!” 

The professor frowned. “I’m sori^, I don’t 
have any other copies. But if you give me five 



























































Invisible . . . 


Too Invisible! 



minutes. Til see what I ean do to fix the problem. 
Meanwhile, take a little break.” He pressed a 
button, and a series of hidden doors opened. Out 
eame relaxing massage eooling fans, 

and refreshing drinks. Thundering cattails, it was 
amazing! 

Five minutes later, we all felt sa MUGtt 

BETTER. 

Professor von Volt was really a fabumouse 
inventor! 1 le had managed to get us back on our 
paws in five minutes flat! 

The professor eame back into the room, looking 

SATISFIED 

We all entered the Cheese-O-Sphere. Professor 
von Volt opened a SMALL DOOR and explained, 
“You see this? It’s the (|UantiC0-clieeS0 
l^rain of the Cheese-O-Sphere. Basically, it's 
the most vital part. I programmed it to bring 
you directly to CHARLEnAGNE-S court, and 
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Invisible . . . 


Too Invisible! 



then to Clrlst@pii©r CQlwnfoys’s ship. 

Now evei^thing should go as smoothly as melted 
mozzarella! To operate the Cheese-O-Sphere now, 
just say the name of the destination/’ 

“So we won’t have to say the amperat equation 
anymore?” I asked hopefully. 

The professor smiled. “No!” 

“Of turn (30^a?” 









Invisible . . . 


Too Invisible! 



“No, not that, either!” 

“And we don’t have to take the 
anymore?” I went on. 

A expression erossed the 

professor’s snout. “Ah, I thought up a way to give 
you all a single dose and be done with it. Come 
with me!” 

As we left the Cheese-O-Sphere, he said, “Line 
up along here, please.” 

Holey eheese, we were veiy eonfused — but 

we obeyed. ProPessop von Volt knows 
what ha’s doing! a moment later, five huge 
n££d££A full of brain essenee popped out of five 
hidden doors and . . . ZCip! Professor von Volt 
shot them right in our tails! 

We yelled, “Aek! Eeek! Ooh! Gw! Ouch!” 

The professor clapped his paws, satisfied. 
“Now the procedure is much simpler. Aren’t you 
happy?” 









Invisible . . . 


Too Invisible! 


I massaged my tail, muttering “Umm, 
thanks, Professor von Volt. We’re veiy happy.” 

Von Volt in my ear, "Geronimo, 

the only thing that you need to remember is the 
mmm mm.. You must make sure 
that Charlemagne and Christopher Columbus 
forget about their adventures through time!” 

I reassured him with a smile. Then we all 
boarded the Cheese-O-Sphere again and 

squeaked, “Destination: Aachen! jo 
Charlemagne’s court!” 

There was Ihe usual the usual 

FI ASH OF l/CHT. and the Cheese- 

O-Sphere took off, shaking in its usual way! 

The last thing 1 saw from the porthole was 
Professor von Volt, waving g00d“by€ next to 
Benjamin and Bugsy. 

I raised a POW. “Bye, mouselets! I hope to 
see you soon ... if we make it baek in one pieee!” 







Invisible . . . 


Too Invisible! 


By then, they eouldn’t see us anymore as 
we hurtled baek in time and spaee toward 

CHARLEnAGNE'S COURT! 
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What a Relief! 


After the usual we saw the usual 

flash of light. Finally, the Cheese-O-Sphere 
stopped. The door opened with a HISS. Rats, 
1 felt ercrmcwselL^ r\a[AS^6\AS all over 
again! My fur was a niee green color, like moldy 
masearpone. 









What a 



Relief! 


Staggering, I approached the door and pecked 
out. 

WHat a Relief/ We had arrived 
at Charlemagne's court in Aachen! 

Outside, eveiything seemed peaceful. 

for once we hadn’t landed with our 
tails right smack in the middle of danger! I was 
overjoyed. 

for once we would get through this 
time peiiod without the usual complications and 
the usual trouble! 

Thea interrupted my thoughts, showing me her 
medieval costume. “What do you think. Brother? 
Do 1 look mousetastic?” 

That’s when I noticed that we were all wearing 

outfits from CHARLEhAGNE'S time! 

Looking at our clothes, I noticed that 
even Charlemagne’s clothes were veiy simple. I lis 
tunic was identical to ours! 
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Gefonimo’s cloaK is ample, 
r>efnied — and 9»»e€n, of counse. li 
closes on ihe sWoulden wlih a clip. 


TVjea’s funic is quiie elegant 
pd If Was long, flared sleeves 
p* iWai almost cover her paws. 


^ASHIOX L\ ChARIEMAGAT’S TiMI^ 


Clothes from the MIDDLE AGES served three main functions: 
to cover the whole bod^ (no part of the bod^ was to be shown 
in public!), to protect from the cold, and to decorate the body^. 

Because of this, most everyone wore cloaks and tunics with 
big, wide sleeves. WOMEN wore dresses down to their feet 
with a sash around their waist, and often had a wrap draped 
over their head or shoulders. 


Columbus’s boofs are pracfical and 
comforiable, and made of ihlcl^ leafWer. 
IWeg iie wifh laces af ihe anKle- 











































MEN wore two main articles of clothing on their torsoS: 


that could be swapped out for a cloak. The^ wore thin, 
short pants or trousers that went down to their ankles. 
The richer men wore shoes and a cloak, too. 


Charlemagne alwags wore a 
sword wiih a golden handle 
ftjill of precious siones. l-ks 
mosi famous sword was 
named 3ogeuse. 


Girls, like the daughter of 
VJjng Charlemagne, often 
wore their hair in long, 
gorgeous braids! 




































What a 



Relief! 


Trap al him, confused. “Hey, 

Charley, where did you put your seepter?” 

Charlemagne Odjustod his tunic on his 
shoulders and huffed, “Clothes aren’t important! 
A real king must be comfortable so that he can 
move quickly and ride on horseback. He 
must not distinguish himself for the richness 
of his clothes, but for his valor! I only wear a 
crown, jewels, and silk elothing during official 
occasions; ceremonies, ambassador visits. 







What a \U Relief! _ 

# 

and the like. What a nuisance!” 

Trap shrugged. “Well, if you don’t like jewels, 
faney elothes, and golden seepters, give them to 

me. Ill taKe them off your paujs!” 

I bowed before Charlemagne and muttered, 
“Your Majesty, exeuse my eousin.” 

CHARLEMAGNE said good-bye to us with one 

paw over his heart. “Thank you, friends. I will 
never forget what you’ve done for me! If you 
ever want to eome and visit, here is a safe- 
conduct* With this, you will be led to me 
safely!” 

I offered him the mMX-mumiso 
that he would forget his adventure through time. 

Charlemagne elimbed off the Cheese-O-Sphere 
and waved good-bye. I elosed the door and sat 
baek at the eontrol bloek. It was time to leave! 
“Now we just need to take CliriSt®pil®r 


A safe-conduct was a permission form, written and signed 
bv a king or authority, that allowed orotection during 




entrance, exit, and passage through a forbidden territory. 



What a 



Relief! 


Colimta back!” I squeaked. “Then we can 
go home, loo!” 

Thca and Trap cheered, “HOORAY!” 

But then the Cheese-O-Sphere began to vibrate. 

The walls began to smoke! 

Pffffffffffft! 

We heard a really loud whistle, like a teakettle 
boiling. 

^^9900099099003 

And the Cheese-O-Sphere DISInIEGHAIED! 

All of a sudden, we were standing in front of 
Charlemagne’s palace at Aaehen, covered in 
cheeSe fondle from ears to tails! 
























The Palace of Aachen 
Charlemagne set his court in Aachen, 
where he had a great complex of 
buildings.This included the palace; 
the Aula Regia, or royal hall; a gallery; 
thermal spas; stables; and the Palatine 
Chapel. He is believed to have been 
buried in the Aachen Cathedral after 
his death in AD 814. 
























was dripping with cheese. 

"Now how will wc get home?'’ Thca cried. 
“Vunn, cheese fondue!” Trap squeaked, 
filling his mouth with pawfuls of melted cheese. 
Oh, for the love of cheese, my cousin was eating 

the b?fne tnachire! 

Before I could stop him, we were surrounded 
by Charlemagne’s knights. They pointed lanees at 
us, thundering, "WHO ARE YOU?” 

"Wha+ are you doing?” 
“Where did yew ceme frem?” 
“What do you want?" 

Covering their noses with their paws and 
poking us with their lances, they forced us to 
fOfelV them. Right then, I noticed a globe-like 












mass, almost like a brain made of cheese. It was 
the quantico-cheeso brain of the Cheese- 
O-Spherc! 

1 barely had time to grab it and stick it in the 
brain carrier, which had miraculously survived! 1 
quickly hid them in a comer. 

As I did, a soldier yelled, “MOVS 

cheesebrain!” 

Thea elbowed me and whispered, “Pssst! 












Cheese Fondue! 


Gcronimo, pull out the 

1 poLW6(i myself in the forehead. "1 loley eheese, 
Thea, why didn’t 1 think of that earlier?” 

Rat-munehing rattlesnakes, where had 1 put 
it? FrcmtiCOllY, I began to seareh. Finally, I 
found a pieee of seroll at the bottom of my bag. It 
was all eovered in cheese! 

1 grabbed it with my paw. “Hey, you!” 1 called 
to the guards. “That’s enough poking at our tails! 















Cheese Fondue! 


Wc have a royal 

The guards looked at me, eonl’used. "A royal 
safe-conduet? Give it here, rat!” 

Plugging his nose beeause of the sTinky 
CheeSO, a guard examined the seroll. Beneath 
a layer of melted eheese he spotted the royal seal. 
“I Immm ... it really does look like the roi^of/ 

Come, CHARLEMAGNE will deeide what 

we should do with you rodents!” 

Still poking at our tails, the guards LED US 
to the throne room. There, on a marble throne, 
Charlemagne sat next to his wife, surrounded by 
his children and his court. 

I was trembling to the very ends of my 
ujhisKers. 

Would he recognize us or order us to be 
ikewei®ecf like cheese-llavored mouse 
kebabs? 
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Can I Skewer Them? 


Charlemagne St3r6Cl 6t US . . . dOd St8r6d 

at US... and stared at us. 

“I think Tve seen you all somewhere/’ he said 
slowly. “But where? I don’t remember having 
given you a safe-conduct! Who are you?” 

A knight squeaked up. “My king, ean I skewer 
them? They seem like spies to me. Plus, they 
smell like rotten eheese!” 

I bowed respeetfully. “Your Majesty, we have 
already met in a plaee and time very far from 
here. My name is Geronimardo of Mousetonia, 
and this is my sister, Theana, and my eousin 
Trappulot. And this here is the fOnOIJSC Christopher 
Columbus, an explorer and navigator.” 

A buzz went around the room. “Christopher 
Columbus? He’s fOflOUSC? I ’ve never heard of him!” 







Can I Skewer 


Them? 


Columbus was clearly vciy offended, so he said 
something that could have changed the course of 
histoiy forever. 

“1 am vccy fonoysc! And i wm be even more 
famouse when I discover the new world!” 

Everyone burst out laughing. 

"New world? Forget about it!” 

“Ha, ha, ha! Sounds like a cl<elyslona) 
eheesebrain to me!” 

No one believed him! 






Can I Skewer 



Them? 


Charlemagne lifted his paw. “lEmotsgllfiF 
These rodents are my guests, even if they smell of 
smoked eheese!” 

Then he turned to us. “Miee, you are weleome! 
My home is your home!” 

I bowed until my whiskers grazed the ground. 
“Thank you. Your Majesty! How ean we repay 
your hospitality?” 

1 le scratehed his snout THOOCHTFOLLY. 

“Well, for starters, bathe! No offense, but you 
smell like rotten eheese! Then you, Geronimardo, 
you SCC?Tl intellectual. You will write my 
biography, along with my trusted Einhard*! You, 
Theana, will become the tutor** for my mouselets. 
You seem very wise, and they have a lot to learn. 
You, Cslumfoys, can be my geographer. I need 
new Maps of my kingdom!” 

* Einhard was a Frankish historian who worked for 
Charlemagne. He was his official biographer. 

*♦ A tiitriv fliA f AciphAr iinH thA vriiincr in 




noble families 


Can I Skewer 


Them? 





Then he turned to Trap, “And what ean you 
do?” 

Trap began to brag. “Modestly speaking, I am 
a I am a food expert, with the reeord 

for ‘fastest nibbler.’ I speeialize in jokes, trieks, 
and pranks of all kinds — espeeially pranks 
on my foolish cousin here! And 1 am also an 
INVENTOR. Do you need 
fur lotion? A cream to fight 
calluses? Something to 
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Can I Skewer 


Them? 


make your sword SUfifM©? I, Trappulot of 
Stiltonia, can handle it!” 

Charlemagne burst out laughing. “You’re funny, 
mouse! You will be the COtlTf JteSferi” 
Charlemagne clapped his paws, satisfied. 
“Good, good, good! Now each of you get to work, 
because the early mouse gets the chcCSC! Right, 
Mother?” 

Next to him was an elderly rodent with an 

energetic smile. “Absolutely, get to work! 

There’s a kingdom to govern, conspiracies to stop, 
and an empire to control!” 









Can I Skewer 


Them? 


Everyone — eourtesans, eounts, marquis, 
stable hands, valets, dames and damsels, servants, 
eountesses, and knights — darted out to pUt 
their paujs to ujorKi 

1 eouldn’t help giggling. The queen mother 
reminded me of Grandfather William, always 
shouting out orders! 

1 suddenly felt M3ST0LEI1E for home. 
Would we ever get baek to New Mouse City now 
that the Gheese-D-SphePB had exploded? I had 
managed to save the quantieo-eheeso brain, so 
maybe all was not lost? 












Everyone to the 
Hot Springs 


My friends and I were about to leave the room 
when Charlemagne thundered, “You all come 
with me. We're going to the hot springs! You can 
bathe there!” 

1 turned with embarrassment, but 

Trap sang softly, “We smell of cheese, me and 
my throng, but actually we are quite strong! The 
strongest one is me! Trappulot deedle dee!” 







Everyone to the 


Hot Springs 


Before I eould shake a whisker, Trap began to 
walk on his hands! He really was a marvemouse 

courf jester! 

As we headed to the springs, King Charlemagne 
said, “There’s nothing better than a niee BfilTH 
in the springs, believe me! It ean give you ideas, 
relax you, and most importantly ... get rid of that 

rotten cheese smelli” 

And that’s how Charlemagne subjeeted us to a 
erazy treatment of: 

1) a bath in hot SUlfUF water {which stunk of 
rotten eggs!) 

2) purifying mud eompresses (which stunk of 
swamp sludge!) 

3) a massage with fresh hay (which had 
nettles in it!) 

4) and, finally, a (too) vigorous massage with 
seented oils to get rid of the ChCCSC Sf^Cll! 

The worst part was that Charlemagne told 
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Bath in hot sulfur water (which stunk of rotten eggs) 
























(which had nettles!) 


Everyone to the 



Hot Springs 


me stories about his life the whole time. I even 
had to take notes! 

Charlemagne kept asking, “So, did you write 
it down, mouse? Are you sure you know how to 
WrCt&l You’re an intelleetual mouse, right?” 


To be honest, I was not sueh an expert at writing 
with a pen on a seroll. Plus, my paws 

were soapy! The pen kept slipping and leaving 


terrible ink stains. 


When I passed my WoTtS to Einhard, 
Charlemagne’s offieial biographer, he shook his 
snout. “You really write terribly! This looks like 
chieken scrateh.” 










I * 

- 4 »' 



Chaiuj:ma6xi^ 

CHARLES I (AD 742-814) was called Charlemagne. He 
was the son of Pepin the Short, king of the Franks, and 
conquered the Pannonian Avars, the Danes, the Slavs, the 
Saxons, and the Bavarians. 

After rejecting DESIDERATA (daughter of Desiderius. King 
of the Lombards), he had to fight Desiderius. He defeated 
him and took control of the Lombard territory in Italq. 

On Christmas night in the qear AD 800. CHARLEMAGNE 
WAS CROWNED emperor of the Holq Roman Empire bq 
Pope Leo III. That is how he rebuilt the political unitq of 
the west. 






































Thi^ Paiatm^ School 

CHARLEMAGNE was not well educated, but he did 
know the importance of culture. He recruited the best 
intellectuals of the time (Einhard. Alcuin of York. Paul 
the Deacon) to surround him. He also founded various 
SCHOOLS to educate the young, including the Palatine 
School, located in the Aachen court. 

In these new cultural centers, ancient manuscripts were 
copied and then entrusted to the monks. 

In honor of Charlemagne, this new type of writing became 
known as CAROLINGIAN MINUSCULE. It was Simpler, and 
made copying classic texts easier. 

Charlemagne also 
introduced FEUDALISM, 
a system for managing 
and controlling the 
empire. Under feudalism, 
the sovereign gave his 
sutyects fiefdoms (land) 
to govern, in exchange 
for loyalty and military 
protection. Whoever 
gained a fiefdom became 
a VASSAL and had 
other subjects beneath 
him. VAVASORS. 


















Everyone to the 


Hot Springs 


Squeak, I looked like sueh a eheesebrain! 
Einhard foreed me to reeopy the same page a 
thousand times until it was p6rf0Ct. 

I thought my paw was going to fall off! 

In the end, my writing really looked like a 
masterpieee in pure Carolingian 

minuseule. 


But I had writer's eramp, blisters, IFlLAiMfNS 
and bloodshot eyes! 
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Everyone to the Hot Springs 


Cheesy eream puffs, the life of an intelleetual 

during CHARLEMAGNE'S time was harder than 

a hunk of Pannesan! 

When I was reunited with my friends, I was a 
mousely hH E S S. 



In Charlemagne^ time, every BOOK required a great deal 
of work. Someone had to prepare each scroll, copy the text 
by hand, decorate it. and bind the pages. Producing books was 
very costly! Only the nobles could afford private libraries. 

Charlemagne encouraged education and the production of 
more books, and supported the use of CAROLINGIAN 
MINUSCULE, which was more le^ble and easier to read. 



74Q 















The New 

Cheese-O-Sphere! 



When we r0tlir[H©Cl to the palaee, Thea asked, 
“Now how will we get home?'’ 

“Stay ealm,” 1 said. “1 have the 4)U3ntiC0- 

chceso brain! ” 

“Maybe we have a ehanee of getting out of 
here after all,” Thea said. “Professor von Volt 
eonneeted us direetly to the brain, remember?” 




The New Cheese- 


0-Sphere! 



Trap groaned. “Ugh, we still have to build a 
new bime machine. We need something that will 
proteet us during our journey through time!” 

“You’re right, T^ap,” I said. “We need to 
use something big, solid, and easy to transport.” 

Right then, 1 Stepped! in some horse 
manure, did a speetaeular Hip in the 
air, and landed snoutfirst in a barrel 
full of water! Rats! 





IN A BARREL 




The New Cheese- 


0-Sphere! 


As soon as I popped up, I cried, “I found it!” 
Then I lowered my voice, so no one could hear 
me. 


.. pssst... tonight... pssst... st 
midnight... pssst... pssst... pssst.. 


Understand?” 

Then we split up. Each of us returned to our 
jobs for the rest of the day so no one would 
suspect that anything unusual was happening. 

1 was a little sad to leave Charlemagne’s time, 
but we needed to complete our mlSSioni So that 
night, at the stroke of midnight, we all gathered 
in the court of the Aachen palace in secret. 

The barrel of dirty water was still there. 
Together, we pushed it over and emptied it out. 
Then we tried to be quiet as we l®ollect it 
outside the palace! 
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The New Cheese- 


0-Sphere! 


Wc recovered the quantico-chccso brain, and 
when we were sure that no one could hear, all 

four of us QDllisri30!l into the barrel! 

Trap convinced me to get in first, so 1 ended up 
with Thea’s paw on my tail! Columbus stuck a 
paw in my eye, and Trap elbowed me in the car! 

S:queeaK, uje were squished liKe sardines! 

'‘Argh, you’re cnjshing me!” 1 hissed. “Say the 
destination, quick!” 

Thca announced, “Destination: Columbus’s 
llagship vessel!” 










Rats Traveling on 
Someone Else’s Dime! 


For a moment, nothing happened. We all held our 
BREATH Would the quantieo-eheeso brain 
bring us to Christopher Columbus’s time even 
without the Cheese-O-Sphepe? Would our 
makeshift time maehine work ... OP nOt? 

There was only one way to find out. We had to 
wait and see! 

^queaK, my whisKers were wobbling 
from tbe stress! 




Rats Traveling on 


Someone Else’s Dime! 


Finally, after what felt like forever, there was a 
FLASH of light (that was smaller than usual), 
aBanQ (that was a lot less powerful than 
usual), and we began to SPfA anj ^pfA 
anj SPfA. But this time, on top of all the 
spinning, our time maehine began to bang us all 

over the place! UP AND DOWN! FORWARD 
AND BACKWARD! 

We were banged, rattled, and eompletely 

dazeA\ 

THEN OUR TIME MACHINE LANDED. 

Unfortunately, it wasn’t a soft landing. We 
definitely bruised our tails! 

Finally, there was a Vt\SS, and we were 
surrounded by a light fog. I lifted the eover of 
the LSA^L^l/SLitL and stuek out my snout. We 
were in the eargo hold of an ancient ship that 

sWayGD back anD forth. 
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Rats Traveling on 


Someone Else’s Dime! 


I jumped out of the barrel and squeaked with 
joy. “Holey eheese, we did it!” 

Just then, 1 heard voices coming from the 
bottom of the ship’s cargo hold. 
is that you? Where are you? We’ve been looking 
for you for hours!” 

1 quickly hid behind the barrel alongside Thea, 
Trap, and Columbus. Then I gave Columbus a 
spoonful of theWlMX-MUmi . “Quick, 



Columbus, sir — drink this!” 

I le whispered, “Friends, I 
know that in a moment 1 will 
no longer remember you, 
or this lantastie and bizarre 
adV^ritUF^! Before I drink 
this horribly stinky potion, 1 
want to say thonk yOU f OF 

all you’ve done for me!” 

Columbus plugged his 














Rats Traveling on 


Someone Else’s Dime! 


nose and barely had enough time to swallow the 
before two sailors as big 
as barrels approached, shining their lanterns on 
us and thundering, “What do I see here? Three 
rats traveling on someone else's dime? You can’t 
do that!” 

One of them rubbed his paws together. 



























“Compliments, Admifai CoJwmbMS! 

You dug up three freeloaders! Can we throw 
them in the sea? Or abandon them on a dcSCPtcd 
island? Leave them to us — we’ll take care of 
them!” 

Columbus stared and stared and stared at 





















US, but he couldn’t quite put his paw on who we 
were. The memory-erasing essence had already 
taken effect! 

Trap, Thea, and 1 all looked at one another, 
WORRIED. What would Columbus say? Our 
fates were in his paws! 



























All aboard the 
Santa Maria! 


The sailors chabbeo us by the tails and 
dragged us to the deek. 

We were aboard the Sd'Xltid/ the 

llagship vessel of Columbus’s fleet! Our mission 
was almost over. We just had to find the right time 
to return to our makeshift blfHE ITlECshire and get 
baek to New Mouse City. We were so elose! 

1 tried to remember what 1 had learned about 
Columbus landing in Ameriea so 1 eould prediet 
the right moment for us to get our tdlls ill JGSF. If 
only I had the Super Manual with me, or at least 
Bugsy and Benjamin — they were studying this 
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CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS 

was born in Genoa. Italy, in AD 14S1. 

He was the son of a Genovese textile 
worker. From the time he was young, 
he proved himself to be a skilled 
navigator. Columbus was passionate 
about g^graphy and dedicated himself 
to commercial sea travel. In 1476. he 
moved to PORTUGAL, where he married Filipa Moniz. 

In the fifteenth century, the only other lands known to 
Europeans included part of Asia and NORTHERN AFRICA. 
Columbus was determined to reach the Indies by traveling 
westward, instead of taking the regular eastward route. 

After King Oohn II of Portugal refused to fund his project. 
Columbus moved to Spain, where he received support from 
FERDINAND AND ISABELLA of Castile. 

With three ships (THE NINA. THE PINTA. AND THE SANTA 
maria), Columbus and his crew set sail from Palos on 
August S. 1492. en route to the Indies on an uncharted course. 
On October 12. it is believed that they landed on the Island of 
Guanahani in the Bahamas, which Columbus called San Salvador. 

Other trips followed, in which Columbus touched on many of 
the Caribbean islands. Columbus died in 1S06. never realizing 
that he had landed on America. 
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All aboard the 


Santa Maria! 



subject in school! I thought hard about the last 
time I had helped Benjamin with his homework... 

We were somewhere in the middle of the 
0C6an, but I didn’t have a clue how much 
longer the joumey would be! 

1 politely asked, “Excuse me, what day is today?” 

The [US®@[i[§ of the two sailors hissed in my 
car. “Today is October eleventh, rat! But for you, 
it’s the day you get eaten by sharks, flee, lice!” 

Admiral Columbus kept staling at us, mutteiing, 
“Hmmm! What am I going to do with you?” 



You know what a sailor is best at? 
Navigating through a sea of trouble! 

Why don't sailors ever get anything done? 
Because they have to keep all their paws 
on deck! 








Vi 
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All aboard the 


Santa Maria! 



Trap interrupted him. “My name is Trapolon 
de Stilton Cheesyon. If you would eonsider it, I 
eould be your personal ehef, or perhaps lift your 

spiri+s with some jokes.” 

One of the sailors put up a paw for silenee. 
“Enough squeaking, you FREELOiiDlNa 
rat! ril throw you overboard!” 

Columbus stopped him. “Don’t toueh this rat. I 
need him ClliV^! This trip is long and boring — he 
will eheer me up with his little stories.” 

Trap stuek his tORQU© out at me. “I got 
hired and you didn’t! Na na na-na na!” 

The [§S®®[1[§ sailor grumbled, “Ugh, can we 
at least throw these other two overboard?” 

“Are you SCUIGP rats or sailors?” Columbus 
squeaked. “Put them down at once! They will 
work to pay for their trip!” 

Then he turned to Thea and me. “What can you 
two do?” 
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All aboard the 


Santa Maria! 



Thca said, “My name is Thcabclla dc Stilton 
Cheesyon. I will give you a short demonstration 
of my skills! 1 need a VOLUffTEEH . . /’ 

She looked around, then pointed to the two 
biggest sailors. “You, eome here!’’ 

Before anyone eould squeak, she did a skilled 
karate move. 

She hit that loudinouthcd sailor in his undertail! 



ThEA CALLS) ON SOME 

















DEMONSTRATE HER SKILLS ... 


RIGHT IN HIS TAIL! 




All aboard the 


Santa Maria! 


He went flying upside down into a bairel full of 

FISH 

“Would you like another demonstration, or is 
that enough?” Thea asked the sailor sweetly. “Do 
you still want to throw us OVerboard?” 

Columhus looked at her with admiration. 
“Madam, you are hired! MW.” 

Finally, C©lllfnblJS turned to me. “You, what 








All aboard the 


Santa Maria! 



can you do? 1 don’t really see you as a 
You don’t look like much of a musclemouse.” 

I wasn’t sure what to say. Rats! “Well ... I am 
Geronimon de Stilton and all the other things 
they said. And, let’s see. VslVvOf ccxvi X do? X 
dOy^'t y^v^Ow much about ships, but I know how 
to do a lot of other things . . . Q llttlG Of thlS, 
ond a llttl© of thot ... and I know a bit about 
books . . .” 

Columbus put up a paw. “I will make you a do¬ 
it-all shipmouse! To begin, you will give the deck 
a nice scrubbing, then you will do the laundiy. 





All aboard the 



Santa Maria! 


mend my clothing, and lend a paw in the kitchen. 
And since you know a thing or two about 
you will dust the libraiy, too. But first, you need 
to change. You’re wearing clothes! 

Did you come from a costume party?” 

The sailor looked Columbus up and down. 
"Admiral, were you at that costume party as 
well?” 

That’s when Columbus decided to loan us some 
CloIrHoS from his wardrobe. We were finally 
dressed in the Spanish fashions of the time. 








V%, 


From the 1400s to the middle of the iSOOs, wealthy 
European WOMEN wore dresses made of fine and heavy 
fabrics, like damask, brocade, and silk velvet, with flower 
patterns and threads of gold and silver, embroidered with 
pearls or PPECIOUS STONES. The dresses had deep 
necklines. The waist was narrowed by a CORSET, and the 
skirt was large and voluminous. 
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cA. pinK sUK velvet dt»es6 with a low-riecKed 










































lV)ea is MeaT>in3 a damasK dT>ess 
wiih large sleeves. Mer ligVji-colored 
shiri sWows iWrougW ^ long slits. 


Geronimo’s V7at 
is verg refined! 
It is rnade of 
velvet and lias 
a lined brinx 


























Geronimon Here, 
Geronimon There! 


I soon discovered that the life of a do-it-all was 
ROUGH! First, I began to SCrtife the deck 
with soapy water. Trap walked by with Columbus, 
yelling out jokes. Then he "slipped” and 
kicked me in the TAIL! I ended up with my 
snout in the bueket! BQBOQQO 










Geronimqn Here, 



Geronimon There! 


I struggled to my paws. I tried to pull off the 
bueket that had gotten stuek on my snout, but 
I set a PAW on the soapy broom and ended 
up hitting my head on the mast. Squeak, what a 
blow! 

Holey eheese, the life of a do-it-all was ROUGH! 

Eveiyone was squeaking at me. "Geronimon, 
elean here! Geronimon, slide over there! 
Geronimon, go Up! Geronimon, COI110 dOWIl!” 

I was about to yank out my whiskers! 












SNOUT IN THE BUCKET! 




Geronimon Here, 



Geronimon There! 


I W(Jisfl€d the entire erew’s dirty seeks {which 
were super-stinky, like rotten cheese rinds!). 

1 REORGANIZED the bunks 

{which were so dirty that all 
kinds of fleas, bedbugs, and 
lice lived there!). 

I pOlfsVfiedl the 987 
rings on the anehor’s ehain 
{which were encrusted with 
algae and mussels that smelled 
like rotten flish!). 

I HELPED the eook 
prepare slop for the whole 
erew ( which reeked like rotten 
cabbage!). 

Oh yes, the life of a do-it-all was ROUGH! 

1 did find a bloSSOmilig twig eaught on the 
anehor ehain, whieh meant that land was elose! 1 
tueked it into my poeket to show Columbus later. 



Family of 

FLEAS 



Rotten 

CABBAGE SLOP 
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Geronimon Here, 



Geronimon There! 


As I was working, NO 0N6 paid me any attention, 
so I eould hear the erew ehattering. 

On the deek, I heard two sailors mutter, “Ugh, 
I ean’t take sailing anymore. 1 think the admiral is 
telling us tQl6S!” 

In the doimitoi’y, two eabin miee were 
complaining. “Will we ever get there? 1 think 
we’re lost!” 

In the kitchen, the cook was VC3C]DD0DCQ(3 
to the helper. “For the love of cheese, there’s no 
more food. 1 think the crew is going to rebel!” 

Cheese and crackers, this was a SUPER 
SERIOUS situation! 

1 promised myself 1 would talk to Admiral 
Columbus as soon as possible. 

OQSCia had fallen by the time I knocked on 
the door of Admiral Columbus’s quarters. A voice 
answered me between sobs. SiGMf SOS! 
Come in .. .” 
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I dusted the 
admiral’s library! 


I washed 
the deck! 


I cooked slop 
for the crew! 


This is an imagined 
reconstruction of Columbus’s 
ship, based on real information. 


I cleared 
the table! 



























THE DIPPICULT LIPE OP n D0>1T-ALL! 


L 



Admiral Columbus’s quarter 

Deck 

Kitchen 

Dining hall 

Crew’s quarters 

Cargo hold for water and 

food reserves 


1 . 

2 

3 

H 

5 

6 . 























Geronimqn Here, 



Geronimon There! 


Who was ciying in the admirars room? 

I pushed the door open — and saw that the 
rodent eiying was ChrlSt@ph©f CofiyuTSbyS 
himself! 

Thea was standing next to him. “You tiy, 
Geronimon! I ean’t seem to eonsole him!” 

Trap was there, too. “It’s serious!” he squeaked. 
“My jokes aren’t even making him LAUCHr 
Tears poured down Columbus’s snout. “1 ean’t 
do it! I’ve failed — we’ll never make it to the 

Indies!” 

“Admiral, don’t worry! I promise that tomoriow, 
you will land in Amer — I mean — umm ... in 
the Indies!” I said. 

Columbus’s widened. “How do you 

know? Are you some sort of seer?” 

Swiss eheese on lye, I had slipped up! What 
eould I say so Columbus wouldn’t realize that I 

was from the FUTURE? 
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Land! Land! 
Laaaand! 


I smiled. "I am a do-it-all, and one of the things 
I can do is really important: read! I’ve read 
a lot of books, and 1 discovered that if you see 
iFKiC^WEKlf twigs lloating in the sea, it 


means that you are near land. And I have one here! 
1 found it this morning as 1 was l|S)CDlIf§ll8fMg 
the anchor’s chain!” 

When he saw the twig, Columbus stopped 
ci-ying. “Thank you, Geronimon! Now 1 
know we will reach ILlllfilP soon!” 

I patted him on the shoulder. “Quick, 
Admiral, gather the CptH and 
i announce that we are about to arrive in 
Amer — I mean — in the Indies!” 

Then 1 Lowereo my voice. “I must 
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Land! Land!-^S^'^.^Laaaand! 


warn you: The sailors arc fed up. They're about 
to rebel!" 

In a flash, C©lwnbiis was on deck, gathering 
the crew. 

“Sailors, friends!" he called. “D0»n't gtb 
boWS \y\ O hN’tSb — tomoiTow morning at dawn, 
we will reach land!" 


















Land! Land!'J^'^^^Laaaand! 


The sailors threw up their paws. "Admiral, 
you’ve been telling us the same stoiy eveiy day for 
a month: ‘We’ll anive tomoirow! Land is near!”’ 


The erew all started squeaking at onee. 

"Enough! Were ^ed up!" 

"Vsic to 90 V\omo!" 

”We can't take the sea anymore!" 
"We can’t take the waves anymore!" 
"We can’t ioJee +he cabbage soup anymore!’’ 

Columbus lifted his paw and thundered, 
"@SD©K!©©B This time it’s diflerent! 1 have 








Land! Land!'^^^'^.^Laaaand! 


proof — look, a blossoming twig. Gcronimon 
found it in the anchor! This means 

land is near. Now, cveiyone, off to sleep! If we 
don’t reach land tomoirow, 1 give you my rodent’s 
word of honor that I will take you back HOME 
at once!” 

Angry squeaks turned to cheers. "Hooray, 
Chiistophcr Columbus! Hooray, Gcronimon!” 

The ship was Silent as eveiyone scampered off 
to tiy and sleep. But not a single rodent closed an 
eye that MIGHT We were all too excited! 

Before dawn, there was an echo throughout the 

ship: “LAND! LAND! LAAAAND!" 

)ust a few hours later, our paws touched land*! 

It was dawn on October 12, m-R2\ 

Thundering cattails, I was thrilled. This was 
a famousely important IT\MT]£JXt. — it would 
change histoiy forever! 

Thea prodded me. "Geronimo, no one is paying 


* Pr^liimKiic lanHAH 


an iclanH in tViA 




Bahamas on October 12, 1492. He called it San Salvador. 




















Land! Land!-^S^'^.^Laaaand! 


any attention tons! Quick, let’s SC^mpSr* doWH 
to the cargo hold. It’s time to go home!” 

In a flash, we ran off to our “bime machine.” 

Unfortunately, someone had filled the barrel 
with rotten cabbage cores! What a stench! 
YUCkl We plugged our noses and yelled out out¬ 
last destination: "To New Mouse City: Professor 
von Volt’s laboratory!” 
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Finally Home! 
Or Maybe Not? 


As soon as we uttered our destination, there was 
the usual FLASH OF LIGHT and the usual 
BAMQ , Then the "time maehine” took off. 
As usual, we began to shake like cheese smoothies 
and my face instantly turned GREEN I Moldy 
mozzarella, my poor stomach! 

I consoled myself by thinking that this was 
the last time Fd have to go through this. Our 
mission was COinpl©tG. Soon, we would be 
back in New Mouse City, in Professor von Volt's 

LABORATORY! 

Just then, there was another bang, even louder 
than the first! 

BANG! 

Our "time machine” disintegrated around us! 
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Finally Home! Maybe Not? 


Squcccak, what a feline fright! 

At that moment, I saw the (|U^ntlCO-ct\e6SO brain 
next to me. 

Holey eheese, that’s all that was left of the 

GhEBse-D-SphePB! 

1 grabbed it with one paw and elung to it 
desperately. "H6666 IIJj5” 

Thea looked over at me. "Hang on — we’ll tiy 
to reaeh you!” 







Finally Home! 


Or Maybe Not? 


“Cousin, don't let go,” Trap hollered, “or we’ll 

keep {F@(2](3®0D6[ffl§j!” 

Trap and Thea grabbed on to my p3yyS, and I 
held on to the quantieo-eheeso brain as tight as I 
eould! 

We were like three shipwreeked miee elinging 
to wreekage, lost in the ocean of time and space! 

HOW scapyi how PPiOHtPUL! HOW 
MOusetasticaLiy teppipyinio! 

Would we survive, or be demousified? Would 
we arrive home, or would we be fest forever? 
After what seemed like forever, there was a 

FLASH OF LIGHT 

I thought we would disintegrate . . . but then 
I landed on my tail on the lloor of Professor von 
Volt’s laboratoi^! 

I barely had enough time to squeak, “W-we’re 
s-saved!” 

THeni everytHiiuG wenit BiacK, aiuo 






Finally Home! 





Or Maybe Not? 


When I finally came lo, 1 found myself in 
the relaxation zone of the DDGGBQQDBUQ 
/3DBBC0DB, which was equipped with evci 7 thing 
a mouse could want. 1 was lying down on a super- 
squishy bed, covered by a comforter as /OFT 
as a cloud. There was some sweet, relaxing music 
in the background, with sounds of wAter 
flowing and birds chirping . . . 


















Finally Home! 





Or Maybe Not? 


On the nightstand next to me was a bowl of 
Cheesy Chews and a eup filled with Gorgonzola 
hot CllfiO)CO)Il3ltt©, with a tuft of whipped 
eream and white ehoeolate grated on top. There 
were pastries with eheese and nuts, eheese-stuffed 
eookies, even a sliee of eheeseeake. 

Next to the food, there was a note: 
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Slurp! 


I gobbled up all the delieious things the professor 
had left for me. Yum! 

Cheese nibiets, I immediately feit better! 
Then 1 took a nice hot bath in the laeuzzi with 
PaiTTicsan salts. Finally, I put on the CUOTWUS 
that Professor von Volt 
had left out for me — a 

comfortable sweat 

suit in my favorite color, 
dark green! 

1 peeked in the mimv. 
I looked good, refreshed, 
and rested, like a mouse 
on vacation! 1 looked at 
myself again. Hey, not bad! I WGS IH shc2p€! 
1 could even see a few little muscles. Traveling 









Slurp! 



throuyh time, despite all 
the seares, had done me 
some good. Now I was 
ready to meet the others. 

I headed to the meeting 
room. 

Professor von Volt, Thea, 
and Trap. 

When he /AVf me 
eoming, the professor ran 
to meet me. "Geronimo, 
MY how are you 

feeling?” 

Thea hugged me tight. 
“Thanks, Brother — you 
saved our fur!” 

For onee. Trap didn’t 
even flick my ear. He 
didn’t make fun of me, or 


Then I took a hot bath ... 




Finally, I put on the 


COMFORTABLE SWEAT SUIT. 













Slurp! 


pull any pranks. He jusl said one word: “Thanks!’’ 

I shrugged. “I didn’t do anything speeial. I just 
stayed STUCK to the quantieo-eheeso brain 
like glue! You all would have done the same for 
me, right?” 

Trap ^LiCKeD my ear. Rats! “Of 
course, of course! But enough with all this 
SWEETNESS, its making my teeth hurt. 
Now for more serious things — when do we eat? 
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Slurp! 


I’m so hungi7, it feels like I haven’t eaten sinee 
Columbus landed on AMERICA! 

I burst out laughing. Trap was baek to noimal. 

I love my cousin just the way he is ... even 

if he’s always playing annoying pranks on me! 

At that point, I turned to the professor and 
muttered, embarrassed, “Umm, Professor? The 
Cheese-O-Sphere . . . there was an illCidCIltr. 
I’m Sony! It did some fabumouse work for us, 
but... unfortunately ... P66P6tt3BLy ... as you 
may have guessed . .. \t'S dtStro^td! D'tS'^ttgrex+td! 
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Slurp! 


There’s nothing left, just cheese fondue!” 

The professor inteniipted me. “Oh, Geronimo! 
Fm the one who should apologize to you! 
Unfortunately, the Cheese-O-Sphere couldn’t 
stand up to the iSWeVllO^VllLiL^OLv/vL friction. 
The pure Gorgonzolion molecules could not 
handle the gravitational impact of the ^leCtTO- 
charge! Can you forgive me? You 
were about to lose your fur! I never should have 
sent you on a mission before I finished testing the 
Cheese-O-S phere. ” 

I sighed. “It’s a shame that there’s nothing left 

of the Cheese-O-SphePB.” 

The professor looked at Thea and Trap like he 
had a S6Cr0t. “Something is left, Geronimo!” 

Just then, I felt something sniffing my 
outfit. . . 

1 spun on my paws and saw something that 
looked like a strange, ch66S6~shdp6d animal! 
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Slurp! 


Professor von Volt explained, “The Cheese- 
O-Sphere’s quantico-eheeso brain survived, 
and dunng the EXPLO/IOff, something 
mousetastie happened — it eonneeted with its 
brain, and now it has real emotions!” 

“Huh? What?” I couldn’t wrap my mind around 
what the professor was squeaking! 
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Slurp! 


That strange cheese kept jumping around me. 
Its tail. and slurping. 

“Slurp! Slurp!” 

WahuinouseF 

The quantico-eheeso brain had come to life — 
it had become a cheese CUB! 

Thea laughed. “You know, Geronimo, he seems 
to like you. He’s been at the foot of your bed the 
whole time. We named him CHeeZUM! Isn’t he 
cute?” 
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Slurp! 


Cheezum jumped up into my aims, 
my snout with melted eheese lieks. 


sluvp'm^ 


SLURP. SLURP, SLURP! 

“Hey, hold on, you're wetting my whiskers!" 1 
grumbled. But 1 really didn’t mind. I knew 1 had 
made a new 











A New Agenda! 


A few days later, we headed home. Eveiything was 
baek to noirnal — mousehole, work, newsroom, 
writing . . . 

Finally, Saturday afternoon rolled around again. 
I was ready to start up my A.A.A.A. (Kmazing 
^2end3 for an AWKOMf AfTf^NOOWl) exaetly where 
I had been intenupted the week before, when I 
left for my journey through time. I was going to 





am' 


Geronimo’s A.A.A.A. 

Laaaze aaaaround until laaaate! 

. 

3L# Have an^aaaftemoon snaaaack 
of aaaaged Aaaasiago! 

3 • Relaaaax in my paaaawchair 
(in front of my faaaavorite TV 
show) I 

'^4#_Gct_sqmc_a_a^ir in the paaaark! 





. . . . TP . ... 












































































































A New 


Agenda! 


start with #31 Relax in my pawchair, in front of 
my favorite TV show! 

I was already in the pawchair 

with the remote in my paw when the doorbell 
rang. It was Benjamin and Bugsy! 

“Uncle 0!” Bugsy yelled, making my cars rifi3. 

“We missed you. Uncle Geronimo!'' Benjamin 
exclaimed, jumping into my airns. 

“1 missed you, too, mouselets!” 1 squeaked. 

















A New 


Agenda! 


“How arc you?” 

“We're iTdbulUOUSO, thanks! All thanks to 
Aunt Sweetfur, who got us back on our paws with 
a super-concentrated cure of cuddles and treats.” 

“Oh, good!” 1 said with a relieved sigh. “I'm 
so glad. What can I do for you? Do you want a 
snack? 1 have some Gorgonzola-and-cream cake 
in the fridge . . .” 

Benjamin and Bugsy lOOkGCl at each other, 
giinning. 

“We don't have time for a snack now,” Benjamin 
said. “Come with us — we have a surprise for 
you!” 

“Iluriy, Uncle G!” Bugsy added, pulling on my 
paw. 

I didn't want to (JiSQppOint them, so I put my 
A.A.A.A. on hold. 

Family always comes first! 

(Plus, I could pick up with my A* 









A New 


Agenda! 


later on.) 

I turned off the TV, took off my slippers, and 
got ready to leave. 

As soon as we got outside, Benjamin and Bugsy 
me, grabbed my paws, and 
dragged me all over the eity. “We ean’t wait to 
show you the surprise, Unele G! It's going to be 

MO(is[i>ino!" 
























wondering, Where theij are bringing me? What kind of 
surprise is this? 

Still blindfolded, I entered a room full of 
rodents. I eould tell, beeause the room was filled 
with squeaks and giggles. 

“psst . . . pssstf There he is( Quietf 
pssst... surprise ... ha, ha, haf Keep it 
down ... hee, hee, heer 

When I opened my eyes, I found myself in 
a tHOViO IllPOlPr. I was in the front row, and all 






my friends, relatives, and eoworkers from Ttie 
Rodent’s Gazette were there. Even Professor 
von Volt and his family! 

Then Benjamin said, "Are you ready, Unele 
Geronimo?” 

Holey eheese! 

X was ctri-a‘\v\\^ SurynSCd . . . 

I was so surprised that I almost 
Do you want to know why? 


■■ 





A New 


Agenda! 


the adventures of my laslJiaXlDPOi)©^ 
■ufepoiagCi to©! I saw the T. rex 

ehase from the Cretaceous 
period, the furious Trojan 
waniors who wanted to skewer me 
like mouse kebabs, and the troop of 
Huns with their menacing arrows. 
It felt like 1 was really there! ^QUGdK, 

ujhat a feline fright! 

There were snacks after the movie, but my 
stomach was still in knots. 1 was paler than a ball 

ofFf^eSM M022Af^ELLA! 



Professor von Volt grinned. “So, Geronimo, 
did you like the suTprise?” 

Benjamin and Bugsy squeaked enthusiastically, 
“Mouserific, right, Uncle G?” 

My paws were shaking. “Oh, ^“^“yGS! 
It was v-v-veiy realistic — maybe too realistic! 
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A New 


Agenda! 


How did you manage that, Professor? It’s 
impossible to make a movie in just a week!” 

Professor von Volt “This isn’t a 

movie, dear Geronimo! These are the images that 
were reeorded by your memoiy and eopied into 
the C||fllldl1?f)ttiGCS)-GllS)GGSO) brain when 
you were stieking to it like glue!” 

Cheese and eraekers, no wonder it all seemed 
so REAL: That was when the quantieo-eheeso 
brain had tURneD into Cheezum. 

lust then, Cheezum jumped in my anus and 
slurped my snout, eovering me with melted 
eheese! 

SLURP! SLURP! 

Thanks to the quantieo-eheeso brain — I mean, 
ChcClUin — journey through time had beeome 
a mouserifie film! Eveiyone in New Mouse City 
went to SEE iT and relived our exciting 
adventures through time with us. 







A New 


mn 

liils. 


Agenda! 


It was a FABUMOUSE success, and I 
was so honored to be a part of it, or my name’s 
not Stilton, 














Don't miss a single 
fnbumouse adventure! 




#1 Lost Treasure of the Emerald Eye 
#2 The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid 
#3 Cat and Mouse in a Haunted House 
#4 I'm Too Fond of My Fur! 

#5 Four Mice Deep in the Jungle 
#6 Paws Off, Cheddarfacel 
#7 Red Pizzas for a Blue Count 
#8 Attack of the Bandit Cats 
#9 A Fabumouse Vacation for Geronimo 
#10 All Because of a Cup of Coffee 
#11 It's Halloween, You 'Fraidy Mouse! 
#12 Merry Christmas, Geronimo! 

#13 The Phantom of the Subway 
#14 The Temple of the Ruby of Fire 
#15 The Mona Mousa Code 


#16 A Cheese-Colored Camper 
#17 Watch Your Whiskers, Stilton! 

#18 Shipwreck on the Pirate Islands 
#19 My Name is Stilton, Geronimo Stilton 
#20 Surf's Up, Geronimo! 

#21 The Wild, Wild West 

#22 The Secret of Cacklefur Castle 

A Christmas Tale 

#23 Valentine's Day Disaster 

#24 Field Trip to Niagara Falls 

#25 The Search for Sunken Treasure 

#26 The Mummy with No Name 

#27 The Christmas Toy Factory 

#28 Wedding Crasher 

#29 Down and Out Down Under 










#30 The Mouse Island Marathon 

#31 The Mysterious Cheese Thief 

Christmas Catastrophe 

#32 Valley of the Giant Skeletons 

#33 Geronimo and the Gold Medal Mystery 

#34 Geronimo Stilton, Secret Agent 

#35 A Very Merry Christmas 

#36 Geronimo's Valentine 

#37 The Race Across America 

#38 A Fabumouse School Adventure 

#39 Singing Sensation 

#40 The Karate Mouse 

#41 Mighty Mount Kilimanjaro 

#42 The Peculiar Pumpkin Thief 

#43 Tm Not a Supermouse! 

#44 The Giant Diamond Robbery 
#45 Save the White Whale! 

#46 The Haunted Castle 
#47 Run for the Hills, Geronimo! 

#48 The Mystery in Venice 
#49 The Way of the Samurai 
#50 The Hotel is Haunted! 

#51 The Enormouse Pearl Heist 
#52 Mouse in Space! 

#53 Rumble in the Jungle 
#54 Get into Gear, stilton! 

#55 The Golden Statue Plot 
#56 Flight of the Red Bandit 
#57 The Stinky Cheese Vacation 
#58 The Super Chef Contest 


#59 Welcome to Moldy Manor 
#60 The Treasure of Easter Island 
#61 Mouse House Hunter 
#62 Mouse Overboard! 

#63 The Cheese Experiment 
#64 Magical Mission 
#65 Bollywood Burglary 
#66 Operation: Secret Recipe 
#67 The Chocolate Chase 
#68 Cyber-Thief Showdown 
#69 Hug a Tree, Geronimo 
#70 The Phantom Bandit 
#71 Geronimo on Ice! 















g I, Geronimo Stilton, found myself 
?* traveling through time once again! 
g While testing his latest time 
i machine. Professor von Volt 
I accidentally brought some history 
I into the present. Tops, our 

I 

B triceratops friend; Helen of Troy; 

Attila the Hun; Charlemagne; and 
9 Christopher Columbus were all in 
t present day New Mouse City! 

jj 

1 ^ My friends and I climbed into the 
new time machine to take them 
S back in time. But the Cheese-0- 
K Sphere wasn't working perfectly! 
g Could we return everyone to their 
fe proper place in time and make it 
g' back in one piece? 
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